gl 
. 


POEMS 


ON THE FOLLOWING SUB FECTS: 


ABRAM and LOT, LIFE of DAVID—PaxrrT i. [ 

MANOAH and his WIFE, |FLOOD of FORMOSA, and +! 

NAOMI and RUTH, FIRE of CLIFFDEN. 4 
PART I, VALE of WYCOMBE, 3 


DETACHED PIECES, 


Chiefly wrote on particular , Occaſions, and to 
N particular Perſons. 


LUCINDA. SILVIA and her ROBBIN 
ROSALINDAandtheLARK| — RED-BREAST, 

The RIVER JORDAN, The ANTICIPATION, 
The NUPTIAL DAY. CLAPHAM COMMON, 


EMMA and MELINDA, i ELEGY. 
or the RECLUSES. The CONGRATULATION, 


The INVITATION, or the || RESIGNATION, | 
MAY-BLOWN BOWER, | 


— . — 


By William Lane, 
A POOR LABOURING MAN, OF FLACKWELL-HEATH, 
HIGH WYCOMBE, BUCKS, 


PRICE TWO SHILLINGS. 


mn re III a nn nn ————— . — 

Thoſe Friends to whom the Autgor's Situation, . wks, 3c are not 
known, are referred to the Reviewers in the Evangelical Magazine for 
October, 1794, and February, 1796 


— — > ei Hates — — — — 


PaIx TED for the AUTHOR, and Sor v by N ARE and Co. READING; 
CHAPMAN, Fr ZET-S T. & IAT HEWS, STrRAnD, LONDON; 
BATES, HIGH WYCOMBE; BURNHAM, MAIDENHFAD; 
Miſs HAWES, MA i, )W; STRATTEN, RISBOROUGH ; 
MARLIN, AXLESBUR NY, NOXTON, HENLEY, 
&c. &c. &C, | 


S Sr rr 


M DCC XCVII1, 


* * 
— p „ — 0 * 
— — gt. os ry a * — — — 1 gn ens 


SUBSCRIBERS NAME S. 


A 
Mrs. Aldridge, Reading 
Mr. R. Aldridge, jun. Maid- 
enhead | 
Mr. J. Allen, High Wycombe 
Mrs, Allnutt, ditto 
Miſs Allnutt, ditto 
Mr, A , ditto 
B 
Miſs Ball, Loudwater 
Mr. J. Ball, ditto | 
Mr. Baly, High Wycombe 
Mr. Baker, Hurley 
Mr. S. Bates, High Wycombe 
Mrs. S. B. ditto 
Mr. Bates, Wycombe Marſh, 
2 copies 
Mr. W. Bates, High Wycombe 
Mr. Bzylie, New- Road, 
White-Chapel 
Mr. G. Baylis, Reading 
Mr. Beddell, Riſborough 
Mr. Belfour, Chapel-Court, 
London 
Miſs Bellamy, Clapham Com- 
mon 
Miſs A Bellamy, ditto 
Mr. Benham, Commerce-row, 
Black friars-bridge, g copies 
Mr. Benham, Borough High 
Street, London, 2 copies 
T. Bennet, Eſq. Gerrara's- | 
Croſs 


Ir. Carter, High Wycombe 


Mr. Chapman, Fleet-Street, 


Rev. A. Douglas, Reading 


Mr. T. Bidle, High Wycombe 
Mrs. Billing, Reading 
Maſter Biſſet, Croydon 
Maſter A. Biſſet, ditto 
Mrs. Blackden, HighWycomb 
Mr. W. Briant, Loud water 
MrF.Briant, Flack well-Heath 
Rev. G. C. Brodbelt, Loud- 
| water 

Mrs. Buckle, Pirton 
Mr. Burnham, Maidenhead 
Mr. Burrough, Marlow 
Miſs M. Butterfield, Maiden- 

head 

Rev. F. Brewer 
Mr, ]. Brewer, Gold-Hill 


C 
Miſs Cayley 


London 
Mrs, Chitterden, Temple 
T. Clark, Eſq. HighWycombe 
Rev, J. Cook, Maidenhead 
Miſs Cotton, Caverſham 
Mr. Croſsley, Giltſpur-Street, 
London 


Mr. T. Dawney, Ayleſbu 
Mrs. Deus, * ge 


4 


F 
Mr. Eaſt, Wooburn 
Mr. Eaſt, Riſborough 


Mr. Edgerly, Hurley | 


Miis Engliſh, Wooburn 
Mr. T. Engliſh, Marlow 
Mr. Engliſh; London 
Mr. Eſte, Northumberland- 
Street, London | 


Mr. Frans, Temple Mills 


| F 
Mr. Fage, jun. High Wycombe 
Mrs, Fellows, Wooburn 
Nath, Fenn, Eſq. Hackney, | 
6 copies | 
Mr. Ferguſon, Reading 
Mr. Fletcher, Abingdon 
Mr. Foyſter, High Wycombe 
Mr. Francis, Weſt Wycombe 
E. Fiſhwich, Eſq, Lyon's-Inn, 
London 6 
Mr. P. W. French, Reading 
Mr. Friar, Weſt Wycombe 


a 

Rev. Mr. Gale, Banner-ſtreet, 
London, 2 copies 

Rev. Mr, Geary, Beaconsfield, 
2 copies 

Mr, Gill, Reading, 2 copies 

Mr. Godfrey, Hurley 

Mr. Goldſmith, Marlow 

Mr. Goldſwain, Caverſham 

Mr, Grove, Penn 

Mr, Gurrey, Walworth 

Mrs, Goodwin, High Wy- 
combe Marſh 

Miſs Goodwin, ditto 

Mr. Goodwin, jun, ditto 

D. Glover, E{\q. Mzrtin's-lane, 
Cannon- Street, London 


H 
Mr. Harbert, Reading 
R. Hazard. Eiq. High-Wy- 
combe 


Mrs. Heath, Weſt Wycombe 


| Miſs Heath ditto 


Mr. Herve, London, 
Mr, Heſter, Riſborough 
Mr. G. Hetherington, Reading 
J. H. Eq. High Wycombe 
rs. Holloway, Reading 
T. Horne, Eſq. Hampſtead 
Mr. Hughes, Hurley 
Mr. C. A. Hunt, Oxford 
Mrs. Hanion, Reading 
Miſs Hanlon, ditto 


I 

Mr. Ingram, Temple 
Mr, Jackſon, Ayleſbury 
Mr. Jackſon, Beaconsfield 
Miſs Jarvis, Welbeck-Strect, 

London, 2 copies 
Miſs H. Jarvis, ditto, 2 copies 
Mr, John Jarvis, ditto 
Mrs. Johnion, Reading, 

2 copies 


| 
London 
b don 
L 
Mr. J. Lacey, Riſborough 


| WE 4 
Mr. Kay, Commerce-Rov, 
King, Eſq. High Wycombe 
r. Kirby, Old-Bailey, Lon- 
Mr. Knibb, Maidenhead- 
Bridge 
Mr, Lacey, High Wycombe, 
2 copies 
Mr. Lakeland, Henley 
Mr. S. Lamb, Reading 


1 


5 


Mr. S. Lane, High Wycombe 
Mr. Langton, Maidenhead, 
2 copies 
Mr. Ralph Lanſdale, High 
Wycombe © 
Mrs, Lawrence, Highgate, 
2 copies 
Mr. Lawrence, Readin 
Mr, Lee, High Wycombe 
Mr, Lee, Commerce-Row, 
London 
Mr. Leech, Wincheſter-ſtreet, 
London Wall 
Mr. W. Legge, Reading 
Mr. Lindſey, High Wycombe 
Mrs, Littleworth, Reading 


Mr, Lovegrove, jun. Maiden-' 


hea 


M 
Lady Marſh, Readin 
Mr. W. Marſh, Reading 


Mr. M*Dowall, Berkhamſtead 


Mr. Manderion, Amerſham 

Mrs, Manſer, Hertford 

Mr. March, Taplow 

Mr. Marſhal, High Wycombe 

Mr. Matthews, Biſham 

Mr. Mathie, India-Houſe, 
London 

Mr. Maxwell, Elliot's-Coprt, 
London 

Mr. J. May, 4 

1 eech, Eſq. Reading 

r. J. Millard, London 

Rev. W. Miller, High Wy- 
combe 

Mils E. Moors, Little Marlow 


Mrs, Murray, Reading 
| N 
Mr. J. Neal, Ayleſbury 

Mr, 11 | 
Mr, Nunn, High Wycombe 


Ir. J. Rolls, Ayle 


0 
1. Oldham Oldham, Eſq. 


'London 
Miſs O. Oldham, ditto 
Maſter O, Oldham, ditto 
Mrs. Orger, High Wycombe 
Mr. Orger, jun, ditto 


Mr. Oſborne, Wincheſter- 


ſtreet, London Wall 
Mr. Oulney, Amerſham 
Þ | 


D. Parker, Eſq. King's Mews 

Mils Pattiſon, 2 copies 

Mrs. Peck, London 

Mr. J. Pegs, Wooburn 

Mrs. Piggot, Ray-Mill Cottage 

Miis Pl:1ſtowe, Loudwater 

Mils F. Plaiſtowe, ditto 

Miſs Flater, Wooburn 

Mr. W. Plater, ditto 

Mr. R. H. Pontifix, High 
Wycombe 

Miſs Poulton, Maidenhead 

Miſs Powney, Ives-Place 

Rev. Mr. Price, Hadenham 

Mr. Puddifant, Marlow 

Mr, Potter, Amerſham 


R 
Mr. Rathil, Maidenhead 
Mr. Reid, Hurley 
Mrs. Revel, Wooburn 
Mr. Richards, jun. Reading 
Miis Lucy Rickman, Lewes 
Mr. R. Rimell, Maidenhead, 
2 copies. 
Mr. Ring, Reading 
Miſs Roberts, 2 copies 
Pury 


Mr. Roſe, Marlow, 2 copies 


Mrs. Rutt, Fenchurch-Street, 
London 


I 


2 * 
— — _ 
ug,. 23 * —— 


2 


— 0 — — 
— 


— ao Ag 
"= ne — 


4 _— 4 
— 


8 8 

Mr. Saunders, Wycombe- 
Marſh 

Mrs. Scott, ditto 

Mr. Scott, Maidenhead 

Mrs. Serle, James-Street, 
Weſtminſter 

Mr. Simmonds, Beaconsfield 


Mrs. Shadwell, Gower-Street,|Mrs. Walton, ate 


London, 2 copies 


Mrs Shepherd, High Wycombe 


Rev. J. Shepherd, Godſtone 
T. Shrimpton, Eſq. High 
Wycombe ; 


Mr. Smith, Reading 


Mr. Snare, ditto, 6 copies 

Mr. Soundy, Hurley 

Mr. Soundy, Wargrave 

Mr. J. Soundy, Henley 

Miſs Spicer, Loudwater 

Mrs. Stacy, Reading 

J. Stevenſon, Eſq. Whites, 
6 copies 

J. Stevenſon, Eſq. jun. ditto, 
6 copies | 

Mrs. Stevens, Thames-Street, 
London, 2 copics 

Miſs Stevens, Hurley 

Mr. Stevens, High Wycombe 

Mr. Stratton, Riſborough 

A friend 

Ditto 

T 

Mr. J. Tanner, Reading 

Mr. T. Tanner, ditto 

Mr. T. Taylor, Temple 

Mr. J. Taylor 

M. and S. Terrel, Reading 

Mrs. Tilbury, Penn 

Mr. Tolſon, New Bond,ſtreet, 

London 
Mrs. Toovey, Newnham 


6 


Mr. Treadway, Beaconsfield 

Miſs Tudor, Readin 

Lieut.-Col. Twiſs, Woolwich 
Warren 


Mrs, G. Vanſittart 
w 


Right Hon. Earl of Wycombe 
e 

C. Ward, Eſq. High Wycombe 
2 Copies 

Miſs Warthy, 2 copies 

Mr. Webb, Hampden 

Miſs Wellman, Pounceford 

Mils R. Wellman, ditto 

Mr, Wellman, ditto 

Rev. Mr, Wells, High 
Wycombe 

Mr, Weſt, Hadenham 

Mr, Weſtbrook, Reading 

Mr. Weſtbrook, Maidenhead 

Mr, R. White, Ayleſbury 

Mrs. Willatts, Reading 

Rev. W. Williams, High 
Wycombe 

Miſs Willis, Reading 

Mr. Wiſe, Taplow Mills, 
2 Copies 

Miſs Withers, HighWycombe 

T. Wood, Elq. Hanger Hill 

W. Wood, Eiq. Caverſham 

J. Wood, Eiq. Northumber- 
lard-Street, London 

Rev. G. Worlley, Stonegrave 

Mrs, Worſley, ditto 


|Miis S. Wright, Wooburn 


Miſs E. Wright, ditto 


Mr. E. Wright, Marlow 


Mr. J. Wright, ditto 
Y 


Sir George Tang 
Mrs. Young, Reading 


n — —Z—Z— 8 ..,. 


To WILLIAM LANE. 


ON HIS POEM, CALLED 


« THE RIVER JORDAN.” 
— ———— ¶ . —— 


| Cramp by thy muſe, ſee Jordan's ſtreams 

O'erflow, with rich and copious themes ; 
| And=touch'd by Zion's ſacred wand 
Our eyes behold the diſtant land ; 
Nor intervening billows dread ; 
But thro” the flood in ſafety led 
By that kind hand who long before 
Explor'd their depths, and reach'd the ſhore, 
Where angels wait, and gladly hail 
Their kindred ſouls from this dark vale; 
Conduct them to th' eternal throne, 
And Jeſus crowns them for His own! 

But ah! my friend, methinks I hear 
The voice of awful juſtice near— 
What mortal's this, who dares proclaim 
The glories of the Chriſtian Name 
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1 And touch thoſe themes which angels ſing, 

« When they their votive off rings bring ?” 
Great God! I bow—and own 'tis juſt 

That man ſhould humble in the duſt ; - 

But mercy from her radiant ſphere 

Deſcends, and: calms the finner's fear— 

Sooths the deſponding mind to peace, 

And brings ſalvation's rich releaſe, 

By pointing to that ſacrifice 

From whence our hopes celeſtial rife, 
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POEMS. 


ABRAM and LOT. 


Au that is ſung of the Elyſian fields, 
What Hybla's grove, or Ida's mountain yields, 


Arcadian plains, or the poetic ſpring, 


By which Parnaſhan tribes are taught to ſing 
The charms which to theſe fabled ſcenes belong 
Are not the ſubjects of my ſerious ſong : 


What Scripture, nature, and experience tell, 
Theſe themes my muſe now wiſhes to reveal, 
Thro' Zion's conſecrated bow'rs I'd rove, 
Beſide the ſtreams of heavenly peace and love, 
That with abundance flow, and long have flow'l, 
And gladden'd all the city of our God; 
O'er which the pure, celeſtial Dove preſides, 
And each ſincere, enquiring pilgrim guides, 
Bleſt guide! direct my vain, my vagrant mind, 
The plain, the pure, the peaceful path to find! 
The path, which oft © way-faring men” have trod, 
That leads “ thro' nature, up to nature's God ;” 
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While obſervation and reflection join 

To raiſe the ſoul to joy and peace divine; 

While in th' examples of the ſaints I trace 

Man's weaknels, and the pow'r of ſov'reign grace: 
Hence may my mind in every grace improve 


Hence others more the ways of virtue love; 


And, like the brave Bereans, ſearch to know 


If heav'nly records firmly ſay, “ tis ſo:“ 
And hence inferior writings leſs perus'd, 
And heavenly Knowledge more and more diffus'd; 
While our experience joins to verify, 
And prove they came from“ God, who cannot lie.“ 
The Lord his people's faith and patience proves, 
And tries the graces of the ſoul he loves; 
From various cauſes various trials riſe, 
To call each grace to arduous exerciſe; 
While wiſdom infinite, and pow'r ſupreme, 
With love unite, to form the gracious aim; 
While faithfulneſs, and truth's eternal ſway 
With juſtice join, the bleſſing to convey. 
Behold the fav'rite and the friend of God! 


The ſubject of his father's chaſtening rod; 


From ſofteſt ſcenes of the domeſtic ſphere 

He's call'd, nor ſeems to think the call ſevere; 
Thro' unknown lands, thro” pathleſs tracks he's led, 
But faith and love their nobleſt influence ſhed; 
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While true devotion's heav'nly fervors glow, e! 
And teach his ſoul its richeſt joys to know; i 9 4 | 
The glowing faint, the feeling man inſpires ; 
He preſſes on, nor wherefore once enquires: 14 
At every reſting place the Patriarch rears 

An altar, to the God he loves and fears, 
Enjoys His preſence; while His truth and love 
His doubts and fears, and dangers, all, remove, 
A Canaan's promis'd : an inheritance 'þ 
Replete with all that gratifics the ſenſe; | 
A goodly land—where milk and honey flow; 
Where choiceſt vines and richeſt olives grow; 


Nor that alone—a more ſubſtantial good 


Than Canaan, with its ampleſt plenitude; 
A bleſſing's promis'd of ſuperior worth, 


To every nation of the ſpacious earth 


A bleſſing unconfin'd to time, or place, 
As rich—as boundleſs as Jehovah's grace! 

Thro' theſe delightful ſcenes the Patriarch paſs'd ; 
But favor'd moments are not long to laſt : 
© Ye cannot bear them now”—the Saviour ſays, 
Or love, or terror in its grand diſplays 
Dur pow'rs deprav'd, ſo fickle and fo frail ; 
While earthly cares and painful doubts prevail : 
Till fleſh and ſenſe ſhall ceaſe to captivate, 


And grace ſhall render all our pow'rs compleat ; 
B 2 
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Suſceptible of glory's cloudleſs blaze— ] 
Of Deity's ineffable diſplays! ( 
Of love and joy, and unalloy'd delight; 1 
Too bright—too pure, for our depraved fight, J 

And Abram's joyous ſcenes but tranſient are; 
He finds he's man, he feels an anxious care; / 
He's mortal ftill—his body muſt be fed, 1 
And tho' he's rich in grace, he muſt-have bread. 1 
Now doubts ariſe, he's fill'd with gloomy fears, G 
For lo! a famine in the land appears; R 
He flies to Egypt, not by God's command; F 
He could have fed him in a famiſh'd land : D 
A helpleſs widow, or a rav'nous bird, T 
Might have convey'd the goodnels of the Lord ly 
But Abram doubts ! the promis'd land deſerts, N 
He takes his Sarah, and from thence departs, T 
Ah! they depart ! and what's the conſequence ? K 
How falie the proſpe&s of deluded ſenſe! K 
They fly one evil to eſcape; but find 1 
Far greater evils, than they leave behind! A 
Diſtruſt! of ills, the moſt prolific ſource, H 
Nor can a mortal pow'r repel its force; A 
Tis this, omnipotence alone can do, N 
Both give the grace of faith, and keep it too! II 
Behold! the Father of the Faithful fails! 1 
N 


When ſenſe uſurps, then unbelief prevails; 


POEM S, 18 
His folly and his fears are both diſclos'd ; 
God's cauſe, and Sarah's ſafety too expos'd 
To infidels a dang'rous ſnare is laid, 
For which, they his duplicity upbraid, 
But ſtill his God appears on his behalf, 
And Abram is preſerv'd, and Sarah's ſafe ! 


All, over-rul'd by wiſdom, pow'r, and love, 


To HUMBLE MAN, and $OV'REIGN MERCY prove! 
Gladly, no doubt, the humbl'd ſaint returns, 

Rich grace adores, and fin and folly mourns. 
From Egypt, where he can no Bethel find, 
Departs ; nor leaves his kinſman, Lot, behind, 
Tho' with great ſtore of property poſſeſs'd, 


He feels that will not cure a wounded breaſt ; 


With haſty ſtep they on t'ward Bethel mov'd, 
That favor'd ſpot, where they before had prov'd 
Kind viſits, from his Heavenly Father's ſace— 
Kind intimations of His love and grace; 

There Abram's faith renews his fervent praycrs, 
And ſoon he finds the God of Abram hears ; 
He finds his wonted joy and peace reſtor'd, 

And holds renew'd communion with his Lord; 
Now gratitude and deep ſubmiſſion reign ; 

He ſees the Lord ſufficient to ſuſtain ; 


He ſeems awhile ſecure ; domeſtic peace 


Now ſweetens and improves his vaſt increaſe, 


But ah! how inſecure is earthly bliſs ! 

Oft by ſuppoſed means, the end we miſs, 
How oft privation of our pleaſures ſprings 
From the abundance of terreſtrial things ; 


Wealth brings uncertain comforts, certain cares; 


Oft ſtrong temptations, always dang'rous ſnares, 


Tho' Lot and Abram might not diſagree, 
But long have liv'd in peace and unity; 
There's ſomething to imbitter human life ; 
Between their herdſmen there ariſcth ſtrife, 
Now Abram's age and rank might well demand 
Submiſſion from the haughty nephew's hand ; 
But ſee! the humble Patriarch condeſcend 
To treat him as his moſt reſpectful friend; 
Yea more! (ſo much he's lately learn'd of heav'n) 
As if himſelf had the aggreſſion given: 
With warm affection he his friendſhip woos, 
And thus for reconciliation ſues: 

* Thou dear deſcendant of kind Terah's ſtock, 
te Let not our reſtleſs herdſmen, or the flock 


4 Diſſenſion ſow, or break fraternal ties, 


* Spoil our devotion, or curtail our joys : 


& Our peace of mind's of far ſuperior worth 

& Than all the vaſt poſſeſſions of the earth 

% What num'rous bleſſings has our God beſtow'd ! 
„% How have His providential bounties flow'd ! 
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O let not ſtrife our duty now reſtrain ! 

© But love and gratitude aſſert their reign, 
« The Canaanite our condutt will reprove, 

% While we profeſs to ſerve the God of love; 
% They'll us, and our religion both explode, 
© Contemn and vilify the living God. 

% Tho' Providence thy fire hath long remov'd, 
„“ Thy grandfather has thy kind guardian prov'd; 
His kindneſs hath thy father long ſurviv'd, 

* Beneath his foſt'ring care thou'ſt greatly thriv'd 2 
And think, dear Lot, how Abram muſt regret, 
If ſtrife ſhould cauſe us now to ſeparate ; 

«© Doſt not thou find thy tender paſhons move, 


« On recollection of the ſcenes of love 


45 


© Thro' which we've pals'd, in which our joy and peace 


Have met with mutual helps and rich increaſe, 
And cach conſol'd-receiv'd and gave relief, 

VM hen either was deprels'd with pain or grief: 
In duty's ſacred path together trod, 

With mutual aid and confidence in God; 

* Together oft our warm devotions rais'd, 

We've in His love rejoic'd, His goodnels prais'd: 
The ſeaſons ſuch, we formerly did find, 

Nor can they be cras'd from Abram's mind; 

* Canſt thou theſe bleſlings loſe, theſe ſcenes forego ? 
* Reloly'd on ſeparation? - Be it ſo! 


16 POEMS. 


& Then take thy choice; behold the ſpacious land 
1% Lies all before us, take the either hand, | 


* Sce! chuſe the ſpot where true contentment grows, 


„% Find the fair ſtream where ſatisfaction flows; 

& And when thou'ſt made thy voluntary choice, 

6 Then take my bleſſing, and my kind advice 

& Ah! take advice of one, who has been taught 

„ By that experience which is dearly bought, 

& Truſt not on earth !—not all that earth beſto ws 

& Can give th' immortal mind entire repoſe : 

& No! God, and God alone can that beſtow, 

6 That peace which 'tis thy privilege to know. 

& May heavenly bleſſings reſt upon thy choice, 

& And may it meet with heaven's approving voice! 

% That is my wiſh, dear Lot; but ah! I fear, 

6 *Twill prove beſet with many a dang'rous ſnare,” 
So Lot departs, nor do we find he grieves, 

When ſuch enjoyments, and ſuch friends he leaves ; 

Enamour'd with the beauties of the ſcene 

Of Jordan's plains, well water'd, fair, and green: 

Intent on earthly acquiſitions, flics 

The ſcenes of friendſhip, peace, and ſocial joys, 

Where he might ſtill have found a ſafe abode, 

And unmoleſted worſhip of his God; 

Had not his avaricious views prevail'd, 


And Abram's kind advice and counſel fail'd, 
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And does his choice its promiſe verify, 
Of wealth, and caſe, and long proſperity ? | 
No! quite reverle !—his trembling foul is griev'd, 
His heart is vexcd, and his hopes decciv'd ; 0 
The phantoms vaniſh ! keen reflection brings 

A lenſe of bleſſings loſt, with all its ſtings: 

No kind advice, no friend to ſympathize ; 

His God diſpleas'd His wonted ſmiles denics, 
Nor theſe the only ills he has to mourn, 

Soon from his breaſt his fav'rite object's torn, 
Becomes a prey to war's relentleſs pow'r ; 
Rapacious Kings are ſuffer'd to devour, 

Who, deaf to right, humanity, or law, 

Graſp all beneath their avaricious paw. 

Now depredation's dreadful torrent pours 
Where Jordan laves his rich prolific ſhores ; 

Nor Lot exempt, now his fond hopes ſubſide, 
He's borne along the rapid, rolling tide ; 

But does his God forlake him in diſtreſs, 

Or leave him long without a kind redreis? 

Or docs his injur'd' uncle long refrain 

That kind characteriſiic to {altain ? 

No, Abram's God, by“ faithful Abram,” proves 
He ne'er can long deiert the loul he loves: 

No ſooner does the gen'rous Patriarch hear 


Of Lot's diſaſter, but with love:and care, 
C 
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He muſters his domeſtics, firm and brave, 

And marches forth, his kinſman Lot to ſaves 

Determin'd meets the danger and the toil, 

Succels obtains, but will not touch the ſpoil : 

An action worthy of the © Friend of God ; 

Such as each gen'rous boſom muſt applaud; 

His int'reſt, eaſe, nor Lot's ingratitude, 

Can aught of his kind offices preclude ; 

A conteſt, founded on benevolence 

More juſtifiable than ſelf-defence : 

Noble and juſt—if ever war is juſt | 

*Tis when engag'd to reſcue the oppreſs'd. 

How Abram's conduct that vile wretch upbraids 

Who makes of war a paſtime, or a trade | 
Now Lot's deliver'd, and his goods reſtor'd, 

Once more he ſees the goodneſs of the Lord 3 

Of love and mercy ſuch divine diſplays, 

And yet he ſtill in wicked Sodom ſtays ! 

O curſt attachment to this ſordid clod! 

For which we barter ſafety, peace, yes—God? 

Did not the pow'r of all victorious grace 

Tear off the idol from our fond embrace. 

The ſ{cripture's filent of the future life 

Of either Lot, his children, or his wife, 

Until the fins of Sodom are compleat, 


And their dread cry aſcends th* empyreal feat z 
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Whenee we're inform'd, celeſtial pow'rs deſcend, 

And tidings bring of Sodom's dreadful end! 
Grace incorruptible, immortal reigns ! 

Its deathleſs ſeed eternally remains, 

Saith God, © If e&'er my children leave my law, 

* My ſoothing, ſmiling preſence I'll withdraw; 

„I'll viſit their tranſgreſſions with a rod, 

“ Yet ſtill remain a cov*nant-keeping God ; 

© Tho” ſtripes ſhall their iniquities reprove, 

« Yet ne'er my loving kindneſs will remove,” 
This th' eternal truth, this grand deſign 

Secures this frail—this feeble ſoul of mine, 

As it ſecur'd *© the juſt, yet fickle Lot, 

When duty, love, and fear were oft forgot, 

But ſhould the libertine from hence infer 

“ That ſelſ-denial, watchfulneſs, and pray'r, 

« Submiſſion to our heavenly Father's will, 

& An ardent wiſh His precepts to fulfil, 

An humble, patient bearing of the croſs, 

© For Jeſus counting all things elſe but droſs, 

An union and communion with the Lord, 

% A love to all His ways, His works, His word, 

© Are needleſs :—only fit for tim'rous minds, 

© Whom Moſes faſt in legal bondage binds ; 

Not for the full-grown ſaint, whoſe pow'rs are fraught 


With views of a compleat falvation wrought ; 
| Cy -! 
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& From which all human efforts but detract, 
And veil the glory of that ſov'reign att— 
& A cov'nant ſeal'd, and ratify'd with blood, 
© Secures my everlaſting peace with God.” 

If theſe, the ſentiments thou doſt poſſeſs, 
Thou hold'ſt the truth, but in unrighteouſneſs,”? 
A full alvation's no avail to thee, 

Except from lin thy Saviour ſet thee free: 

His name is Jeſus, not to ſave thee in, 

But from the lov'd dominion of thy fin : 

The faith He gives will always “work by love,'® 
And by ects moſt genuine will prove 

That 'tis a faith which purifies the heart, 

And will a vict'ry o'er the world impart. 

Ah! ceaſe to plead theſe awful precedents, 
And tremble at the dreadful conſequence: 

Aſk David, Jonah, Peter—what they felt ? 

A double hell—the aggravated guilt _ 

Of lighted love—-aſliſting grace refus'd, 

Loſt opportunities, and gifts abus'd; 

Darkneſs and doubt, deſertion and deſpair, 
They oft, alas! the conſequences are, 

Aſk Abram, what his flight to Egypt wrought ? 
Aſk Lot, what his abode in Sodom brought ? 


Nor doſt thou know repentance will be given, | 


When thus thou dar'd'ſt, defy'd'ſt, inſulted Heaven! 
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But Abraham (for that is now his name, 
“% Father of many nations” he became; 
By which his faith, and promiſe of his God, 
Thro' the remoteſt lands were ſpread abroad) 
Had the ſweet witneſs that he plcas'd the Lord 
Whene'er he fails, by grace he 1s reſtor'd ; 
The gen'ral tenor of his life declares 
The living God he honors, loves, and fears: 
By faith his works are wrought, which ratify 
The truth of grace and genuine piety : 
Nor future ſcenes excluded from his view, 
He ſees the Saviour's day, and gladly too ! 

Calm as the ſhades which Mamre's tent o'evſpread, 
And ſcreen from fervid noon his rev'rend head ; 
Submiſſive as the ſoftly waving trees 
Admit the cool, the gently-breathing breeze, 
At the tent door the humble Patriarch fits, 
Expatiating on the pure delights 
That ſoul enjoys who walks and dwells with God, 
Whoſe prelence bleſſes the ſerene abode, 

Sarah within, employ'd in prudent cares, 
Her tent for any caſual gueſt prepares ; 
When lo! the hoſpitable ſaint eſpies 
Divinity, array'd in human guile ! 

Three heavenly viſitants approach his tent, 


Fraught with the tidings of that great event, 


Of Sodom's overthrow, nor that alone, 

Mercy, as well as judgment is made known, 

& Sarah thy aged wife ſhall bear a ſon.” 

Now Lot, forgetful of his uncle's love, 

For aught we read, does {till ungrate ful prove; 

But heavenly love the Patriarch's breaſt inſpires, 
| On Lot's behalf he anxiouſly enquires ; 

With humble faith, he argues with the Lord, 

With prayer, more efficecious than his ſword, 

And Lot's preſerv'd; ſure love and gratitude 

Muſt every folly from his breaſt exclude, 


5 He never, ſure, can from his mind eraſe 

Such gracious, and ſuch terrible diſplays; 

The love and vengeance of his God is ſeen— 
Lo v of the Sour, and HATzzD of the Sint 
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Wurx Ifr'el by impartial judges ſway'd, 
The Lord, the only righteous king, obey'd, 
He being then their ſov'reign Lord alone, 
No maleadminiſtration ſtain'd the throne : 

But their advantages, tho' truly great, 

Did not ſecure to them a ſinleſs ſtate ; 

They oft rebell'd, and diſobey'd their God, 
And felt His juſt, IIis fin-avenging rod. 

No outward privilege that we enjoy 

Can ever want of iov'reign grace ſupply ; 

But oft the Lord in love and grace appcar'd, 
His ſaints deliver'd, and their ſorrows checr'd, 
'Twas in that happy day, and favor'd land, 

By ſacred hiſtory we underſtand, 
There liv'd a man, Manoak was his name, 
Small was his family, nor large his fame; 
To ſoften all the trying ſcenes of life, 
The Lord had bleſs'd him with a prudent wife. 
A bleſling this of no ſmall magnitude! 
When earth's concerns, and anxious cares intrude, 
With mutual love, each joy and ſorrow ſhare, 


With mutual aid each other's burden bear; 
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They live in peace, and conſcientious ſerve 


Their God, nor from the path of duty ſwerye ? 
The only ſtrife in which their ſouls conteſt : 
Is—who ſhall love Him moſt, and ſerve Him beſt, 


Say—happy ſharers of connubial love! 
Who all its deareſt emulations prove, 


What tender feelings mutually diſtend 


Their breaſt, while anxious fears, and hopes ſuſpend : 


How eager to impart ſome joyous tale ! 
| Reheve the troubles that sach heart aſfſail ! 
Thro' every vein, what ſoft affections flow! 
In every nerve what fervent paſſions glow! 
Each pleaſure ſhare, participate each pain, 
And love and duty form the ſilken rein. 
Tho? many earthly gifts this pair enjoy'd, 
The gift they much defir'd was ſtill deny'd ; 
That bleſſing then ſo highly was eſteem'd, 


The fad privation, a reproach was deem'd; 
- 


And with Manoah's wife, *twas thus we find, 


Nor do we read how far ſhe was reſign'd; 
But oft we find our Father's love and care 
Anticipate our wiſh, or meet our pray'r, 
Whene'er our real welfare does demand 
The kind exertions of His mighty hand, 
While avocations of domeſtic hfe 


Engage the Danite's highly favor'd wife, 


__ 
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The patient efforts of her prudent cares, 
Then lo! a heavenly meſſenger appears. 
*Tis well to walk in heav'n's appointed road, 
The ſafe, the uſeful path that leads to God; 
There humbly wait the calls of Providence, 
Expett each gracious intimation thence. 
Les, while Manoah's wife her duty tends, 
»Tis then the heavenly meſſenger deſcends : 
But what's his meſſage? Is the dread beheſt 
Form'd more to agitate her anxious breaſt ? 
No! Love and mercy, breathing every word, 
Reveal the kind intentions of the Lord. 

Thus ſaith the Lord,“ My people have tranſgreſs'd, 
* And been theſe forty years by foes oppreſs'd; 
* Their ſuff'rings and captivity demand | 
&* The ſtrong interpoſition of my hand: 
& I'll, by one inſtance of deliv'ring love 
“Their deep diſtreſs, and thy reproach remove, 
* Thou who walt barren—thou ſhalt bear a ſon: 
„% What I prohibit thou muſt ſtriftly ſhun ; 
% From all inflammatory draughts refrain, 
„% And food that is unholy and unclean ; 
© Of theſe thou muſt moſt cautiouſly beware, 
© For marks of ſanctity tny ſon muſt bear; 
© A Nazarite, devoted to the Lord; 


«© No razor mult approach his ſacred beard : 
D 
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& Nor is that all my merciful deſign | 
& He ſhall be ſtrengthen'd by a pow'r divine, 
© By him a great deliv'rance ſhall be wrought, 
& And Jacob's tribes from cruel bondage brought.“ 

The meſſage ended—thro' the yielding air 
Quickly returns the awful meſſenger, 

Then to her ſpouſe the favor'd bride repairs, 
The angel's errand and her joy declares : 
When thus his pious wife diſclos'd her joys, 
| Manoah to his God with prayer applies: 
© Thou God of Abram and of Abram's ſeed ! 
& A ready help in every time of need; 
© The great deliverer of Thy favor'd few ! 
© We know Thee ſuch, as our forefathers knew; 
© The God of ſov'reign wiſdom, pow'r and grace, 
„ Whoſe mighty acts move in myſterious ways, 
& Since in Thy mercy Thou did'ſt condeſcend 
«© T' expreſs what Thy free bounty doth intend 
% As we have found Thy mercies ever great, : 
% O deign e'en now thoſe mercies to repeat, - 


And graciouſly incline to my requeſt, 


Jo ſoothe and ſatisfy an anxious breaſt : 


* May a poor Danite's humble prayer be heard, 
* Renew the tokens of Thy kind regard; 

& May the celeſtial viſitant return, 

inform us of the child that's to be born l“ 


cc 
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Manoah pray'd, nor did he pray in vain, 
The heav'nly meſſenger deſcends again, 
Behold ! the great compaſſion of the Lord, 

Who bows the heav'ns to ratify His word! 
To human frailties kindly condeſcends, 
And gracious to the doubtful boſom bends; 


But ſtill as Sov'xeicn acts in all His ways, i \ a 
Whether His mercey or His juſtice Ways; | 
Or blended in ſalvation's grand deſign, 
They all diſplay a ſov'reignty divine, 

And ſtill Manoah's call'd to exerciſe 

A faith beyond the witneſs of his eyes: | ö 1 
»Tis humble faith that is the Lord's delight f 1 1 | 
Again the woman's favor'd with the ſight; | 


But long alone cannot that pleaſure feel, 1 | 
Nor from her dearer (elf her Joys conceal 4 [ 
Haſtens the gladiome tidings to impart— 4 i 
+ Come, come Manoah, come with grateful heart, | | 11 \l | 
„And witneſs thou the kindneſs of the Lord--- l ' | 


© Attend with reverence to His holy word!“ | 4440 
Manoah haſts, but Dyd'mus like, muſt ee, 1 1. 

E'er he can truſt divine veracity; | 

Nor that ſuffices, ſtill interrogates, 

Art thou the sAuxE, the errand thus repeats? 

*© ?*Tis impoſition my frail ſpirits fear; 


If thou art he—again to us declare 
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© Thy former meſlage of th' expected child, 
& And may the gracious promiſe be fulfill'd,” 
And now the heavenly perſonage repeats 

The mandate; nor Manoah more debates ; 

With humble confidence he makes requeſt 

For leave to entertain his noble gueſt : 

(Tho? faith to love doth nat'rally belong, 

Sometimes where faith is weak affection's ſtrong) 

His offer is refus'd---he's taught to know 

*Tis God alone “ from whom all bleſſings flow ;” 

To Him alone all worſhip mult be paid, 

To Him alone all ſacrifices made. 

Manoah ſoon prepares the ſacrifice, 

While faith and love like grateful odours riſe, 

Some farther proof Manoah ſeems to claim; 

Again interrogates, What is thy name? 

“ For when thy word's fulfill'd, (I'd fain believe) 

& *Tis meet that thou ſome honor ſhould'ſt receive.“ 

To whom the heavenly meſſenger reply'd, 

& Thou aſk'ſt a favor which muſt be deny'd ; 

My name cannot be known, that I conceal, 

& But ſomewhat of my nature I'll reveal; 

* Behold ! moſt certain proofs ſhall now be giv'n, 

% That my deſcent and miſſion are from heav'n: 
© Manoah come, thy ſenſes ſatisfy, 
„ While wonderful diſplays of majeſty 
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« Thy doubtings ſhall upbraid, and clearly prove 
% Jchovah's pow'r is equal to his love; 
& Sufficient both to execute His will 
© And His unſcarchable deſigns fulfil.” 
While from the rock the fragrant fires aſcend, 
Manoah and his wife devoutly bend, 
And tho” the Lord in terror ſeems array'd, 
The woman ſees his mercy moſt diiplay'd 3 
With humble faith ſhe on his word relies, 
With humble faith ſurveys the ſacrifice, 
And ſees, no doubt, in th' tremendous ſcene 
The glories of the heavenly Nazarene ; 
Sees the great wonders thro* the Danite* done, 
By far exceeded in the Virgin's Son! 
By whom far greater victories ſhall be wrought, 
And greater bleſſings to IIis pcople brought, 
When all is done that gracious Heav'n intends, 
Then in the flame the vititant aſcends ; 
Now fee !—Manoah ſtruck with deep ſurprize, 
Fear bows his heart, and 5 {111'd his eyes, 
While thus he ſpake—“ We can't theſe ſcenes ſurvive; 
Did c'er one ice the face of GOD and live? 
& thought I could His gracious promiſe truſt, 
* And find IIim faithful, tho“ I {aw Him juſt ; 


* Now nought but terror clothes His awful face 
g 9 


* I fear His anger, and I doubt His grace!“ 


* Sampſon, 


But while Manoah yields to deep deſpair, 


His pious wife alleviates his fear, 
Thro' all her breaſt the ſofteſt paſſion flows, 
Each anxious wiſh with holy fervor glows ; 
With kindeſt counſel fortifies his breaſt, 
(Not of connubial bleſſings this the leaſt !) 
He now the ſweet advantages ſhall prove 
Of female prudence, piety, and love: 
She longs ſome cheering cordial to impart, 
To eaſe his pain, and cure his wounded heart, 
With moſt affectionate concern impreſs'd, 
The duteous wife, the huſband thus addreſs'd, 
“Come ceaſe, Manoah, ceaſe thy groundleſs fears, 
© Tho? God in awful majeſty appears; 
© Tho? glory, pow'r, and juſtice ſhed their rays, 
% Nor mortal fight endure the dreadful blaze; 
& His goodneſs, love, and mercy equal ſhine, 
* And manifeſt complacency divine: 
© Thole attributes that bow the trembling fave, 
& If feen aright, diſplay His pow'r to ſave; 
„All His defigns are mercy, truth, and grace, 
* To thoſe who love His name, and ſeek His face; 
& To thoſe, who like Manoah, with to find 
* A God propitious, merciful, and kind, 


Thou know'ſt Manoah, we have often found 


That ſſeeming ills have been with blefings crown'd ; 
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« Thoſe ills of which we ſorely have complain'd, 
« And even have our God almoſt arraign'd ; 

„ Thoſe frowning providences oft did prove 

& Sure tokens of our heavenly Father's love! 

% Beſide the promiſes of God declare 
“He will accept His people, and their pray'r; 
6 Experience and thoſe promiſes unite 

“ Our faith and love, and duty to excite, 

& Still more—Manoah—{(were not theſe enough) 
© The Lord has deign'd to give a plainer proof; 
% What clearer evidence can blels our eyes, 

% Than the acceptance of our ſacrifice? 

© That proves the Lord has no deſign of ill; 
Ie means to ſave—deliver—not to kill: 

& I dare not doubt his faithfulneſs or love 
«© Come, peace Manoah, bid thy doubts remove 
© The blood that on this altar has been ſpilt 
© Prefigures the removal of our guilt ; 


* Confirms the promile of terreſtrial good, 


And richer bleſſings !—bought with richer blood!“ 
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NAOMI AND RUTH. 


PART 1. 


W ur dreadful wars have Jacob's children wag'd, 
And—ſad to ſay !—with brethren oft engag'd! 
Ephraim and Benjamin, and Judah prove 
The awful breaches of fraternal love; 
| | And when thoſe wars have ceas'd, there oft remain 
Famine and peſtilence; a dreadful train! 
The fruitful fields, war's devaſlations ſpoil, 
And human carnage ſtrews the ſanguine ſoil 
|| | Whence noxious vapours riſe, the air infect, 
| And to the vitals their fell pow'r inject. | 
The goodly land-—where milk and honey flow'd, 
| Became—ſad change !—delug'd with human blood ; 
Where brethren late in murtherous bands engag'd, 5 


There famine with more horrid ravage rag'd. 


A Bethlc'mite, Elimelech by name, ; 
| | {Of Judah's honorable tribe he came; : 
| The tribe with whom the ſceptre ſhould remain, . E 


| | Til Shiloh introduc'd his peacciul reign 
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For courage fam'd) he fear'd the want of bread, 
And with his wife and ſons to Moab fled, 
Moab—who oft the ſons of Jacob ſcourg'd ; 
Who from inceſtous intercourſe emerg'd : 
Moab—averſe to Iſrael, and their God, 

It now becomes Elimelech's abode ! 

To that vile land he flies, his life to ſave — 
That land provides him and his ſons a grave! 
How oft our faith at ſight of danger fails! 

How oft impatience or diſtruſt prevails, 
Or both unite to urge the raſh career, 
In ſearch of ſome ſubſtantial comfort here; 
But ah! unerring wiſdom has deſign'd, 
And unimpeach'd veracity defin'd 
The only plan—true pleaſure can afford, 
An unreſerv'd ſubmiſſion to the Lord: 
Tho? oft the ſad reverſe we fondly try, 
The Lord in mercy often does deny ; 
Nor aught our peace and comfort more deſtroys 
Than a permiſhon to purſue our choice. 
Elimelech and ſons by death remov'd, 
The bittereſt of grief Naomi prov'd ; 
She finds her greateſt earthly comforts fled, 
Perhaps now leſs concern'd about her bread ; 
(Our troubles oft we great and heavy call, 
ul Cod ſends greater, then we fee them ſmall } 
| | E 
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Groaning beneath the Lord's afflicting hand, 


She now reſolves to leave the fatal land ; 


Nought can induce her ſtay—ſhe hears it ſaid, 


The Lord had viſited her land with bread.“ 
Now what an intereſting ſcene enſues ! 
Nature portrays her ſofteſt, tendereſt views; 
While firm fidelity and friendſhip prove 
Their fond attachments and unfailing love; 
Where ſympathy and mutual ſuff' rings bind 
In bonds, to name or nation unconfin'd 
Parental and connubial feelings ſtrive, 
The memory of departed joys revive, 
The widows mourn their mutual loſs, and prove 
The force of filial and maternal love; 
And while in ſorrow all their ſouls diſſolve, 
Upon Naomi moſt their griefs devolve ; 
While tears and intereſting ſalutations preſs'd 
Her duteous daughters, ſhe in ſighs addreſs'd : 


, Ye dear remains of thoſe who long were dear ! 


£ Think not my counſel and advice ſevere ; 

% Your kind attention ſhewn to me and mine 
& Shall be rewarded by a hand divine, | 

„ But to your land and kindred pray return, 

& Tis my hard lot in widow's weeds to mourn, 
% My age and ſituation both deny 

The expeRatibn of poſterity ; 
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© But ye are healthful, blooming, young and fair, 
„% The nuptial honors yet again may ſhare, 

© Within your native land and mother's houſe 

© Enjoy the bleſſings of a loving ſpouſe z 

© May Iſrael's God with His beſt bleſſings crown 
* Your future lives, and mark you for His own f 
No name or nation but His bounty ſhares, 
His ſpecial love and providential cares; 

« May you and your's with earthly goods be bleſt, 
© With heavenly pleaſures, and eternal reſt !” 

* Ah! (ſigh the daughters) ſure we cannot part; 
How mult a ſeparation rend each heart! 
United by the ſtrong cementing ties 
O Of mutual griefs as well as mutual joys; 

« Sincerity and faithfulneſs have join'd 7 
To fix the pureſt paſſions of the mind.“ 

Tho! they with ſighs and tears their troubles mourn, 

Orpah at length's prevail'd on to return; 

Orpah returns, but Ruth purſues her aim, 

The bleſſings of fair Cana'n's land to claim; 
And when Naomi Orpah's pattern preſs'd, 

Her firm determination Ruth expreſs'd: 

© Intreat me not to leave thee, I will go, 

© Thy land, thy people, and thy God to know; 
% Not all the pleaſing ſcenes of Moab's plain, 
© Nor all the charms that Moab's youth retain 
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&« Shall &er entice me from Naomi's ſide— 

„ Affections or allotments e'er divide; 

© T'll follow thee, and where thou go'ſt I'll go, 

* No other road, or reſting place I'll know: 
For when the eve her ſable curtain ſpreads, 
And folemn darkneſs all the ſcene pervades, 

© Then by thy fide L'Il calmly lay me down, 

© Dependent on Naomi's God alone, 

© Beneath whoſe kind protecting care we'll reſt, 
% While pure devotion ſooths the anxious breaſt : 
When reſt and ſoft repoſe our ſtrength renew, 
& And morn difplays her beautics to our view, 

© Then to Naomi's God, with warm deſire, 

Our animated ſpirits ſhall aſpire ; 

% And when we ſhall in Judah's land arrive, 

e Then where Naomi dwells, there Ruth ſhall live; 
And thoſe to whom Naomi's God is known 

& Shall be the people I will call mine own : 

% No more ſhall Moab's Gods my heart command, 
No more receive oblations from my hand; 

* Thy God ſhall Ruth's ſupreme attachment prove, 
% And be the object of my pureſt love; 4 
„And when death ſhall our captive ſouls releaſe 


© From this frail clay—to realms of joy and peace 


They ſoar, one grave ſhall hold the ſleeping duſt 


“Until the reſurrection of the juſt.“ 
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O'cr Moab's plains they onward ſlowly move; 
The ſubje&s of their mutual loſs and love 
Sometimes exhilarate, ſometimes depreſs 
Their minds; afflictions fraught with tenderneſs 5 
But piety ſtill more their hope inſpires, 

Raiſes and animates their warm deſires, 

That ſoon uninterrupted they'll cnjoy 

The worſhip of their God, nor aught annoy 

In Judah, where the Lord is clearly known, 
And makes the people and their caule Ilis own 3 
And tho* He's not confin'd to time or place, 
The plaineſt, fulleſt tokens of his grace 

Are clearer ſeen in His appointed way— 

Zion enjoys His moſt unclouded day. 

At length arriv'd at Jordan's welcome ſhore, 

And the fair cargo ſafely waſted o'er; 

No interjacent town invites their ſtay, 

They on to Bethl'hem's city bend their way; 
When there arriv'd, th' inhabitants are mov'd, 
And ſhew how much they felt, enjoy'd, and lov'd, 
Condolence and congratulation join, 

And manifeſt a ſympathy divine, 

Whatever ſtate Elimelech had borne, 

| Naomi empty makes her ſad return; 

But unoffended with her abject ſtate, 


the change does not the lealt their love abate, 
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Benevolence! of aſpect fair, ſerene, 
How does thy preſence ſoothe the ſaddeſt ſcene! 
Thy winning ſmile, with ſure ſpecific pow'r, 
Can ſoothe the anguiſh of the painful hour ; 
Thy lib'ral hand and feeling heart ſincere 
Prevent the ſigh, or wipe the falling tear, 
Raiſe and ſupport the languid drooping head, 
And ſatisfy the famiſh'd lips with bread 
Thy cheering cordials can the ſoul revive, 
And bid dejected, dying ſpirits live. 


Thus Bethl'hem—Judah's friendly people cry, 


& Lo! here's the long- abſented Naomi! 

& Welcome thou highly favor'd of the Lord! 
& Accept the tokens of our kind regard.“ 
To whom Naomi with a ſigh reply'd— 

& Ah! call me not Naomi * *tis deny'd ; 
Marat does better with my ſtate. agree, 

„ For bitterly the Lord has dealt with me! 


6 I little thought that this would be my doom, 


* 1 went out full, but am brought empty home ! 
© But tho' the Lord may ſeem ſeverely juſt, 
++ He yet is merciful—1I'll not diſtruſt ; 

& Tho! teſtify'd againſt, I'll truſt Him ſtill ; 
+ He'll be my God, I'll dread no future ill! 
Beneath the conduct of His gracious hand 
„I'm ſafely brought unto my native land: 

* Pleaſant, + Bitter. 


10 


6; 


© And ſtill I humbly hope His will to trace 
% His leading's both in providence and grace; 
© And tho? this diſpenſation ſeems levere, 
„In His own time and way He'll make it clear; 
© Tho” bitter now, the end may ſweeter prove 
© I dare not doubt my heavenly Father's love; 
« His wiſdom, love and pow'r ſhall guide me {till 
% In ſweet ſubmiſſion to His heavenly will, 
And here's my Moabitiſh daughter too, 
„% The ſame whom Mahlon left her loſs to rue: 
“% The dear divider of my griefs and care, 
« Of which ſhe's borne a ſympathizing ſhare ; 
* Her friendly, pious, counſel and advice 
Have often turn'd my ſorrows into joys : 
« She left her country, kindred, and abode, 
For lirel's land, religion, laws and God:; 
While love unfeign'd and firm fidelity, 
5 Sincere and unaffected picty 
Combin'd, the reſolution to inſpire 
* Her duteous and determinate deſire ; 
And ſince our cale your love could not preclude, 
Accept of our united gratitude, 

Once more with joy I ice my native land, 
The bountics of my heavenly Father's hand; 
Beauty and plenty all the hills adorn, 


Rich are the vales with vlenteous crops of corn; 
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& No more my eye the barren field ſurveys, | 
& Nor ſec pale famine brood on leafleſs ſprays, 
© Tho” no inheritance Naomi claims, 

© The Lord will not refuſe our humble aims, 
& Jo pick the ſcatter'd ears the reaper leaves 
& From the abundance of the bulky ſheaves.” 

Ye heathen lands behold ! the grand deſign ! 
Behold ! how wiſdom, love and pow'r combine ! 
Sce rich diſplays of heavenly love extend, 

The Jew and Gentile in the bleſſing blend; 

See Moab's wretched, vile, inceſtous race 

Promote the vaſt deſigns of ſov'reign grace. 

The * righteous branch,” and“ Jeſſe's flem”” muſt ſhoot 
As well from Gentile as from Fewifh root. | 
The © day-ſtar from on high” muſt equal riſe 

In Heathen dark and Jewiſh clearer ſhies ; 

All nations gladly hail the dawning ray 

That uſhers in the glorious goſpel day, 

Thou haſt redeem'd !'!—thus ſhout the ran ſom'd throng, 
Redemption! the grand ſubje& of their ſong ! 

Yes, Thou! the & Lamb! redeem'd us unto God,“ 
And with no leſs a price than precious blood ! 

From every kindred, tongue, and people brought, 
To ſing the wonders ſov'reign grace has wrought ; 
Yes, this the plan that heavenly wiſdom chole, 


Nor age, nor {ex will heavenly love refuſe ; 
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Nor colour, ftate or nation are deny'd, 
None ever fail'd that with ſincerity apply'd, 


END OF THE FIRST PART. 


P.S. Next time I wait on Ruth, (I love the name, 
For it bclong'd to her from whom I came®) 
Then (if my time, and health, and ſtrength permit) 
I'll tell you how ſhe lay at Boaz? feet, 
Her prudent and her chaſte deſign commend, 
Her conduct and her character defend, 
And ſomewhat of the bleſt eſſects relate, 


And the divine intention vindicate. 


* The Author's Mother's name was Ruth, 
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TE LIFE or DAVID, 
„ PART I. 


| Or Jeſſe's youngeſt ſon, the favor'd man, 

| Who bore the molt exalted character | 

| | That ever yet a mortal being bore ; 

| | He ** the man after God's own heart, * was call'd ! 
Of him I ſing. The ſweeteſt ſinger he 

That ever ſprung from Eber's fertile root ; 

Nor with leſs ſkill the warbling lyre he touch'd, 
O could my feeble muſe but imitate, 

Till now untry'd, the ſweet ſeraphic ſtrain ; | 
Emancipated from the laviſh toil 
And ſervile drudgery of tagging rhyme, 


— — 
- 2 — — — 


| Now, unconſin'd, would burſt her former bonds, 


| And ſoar almoſt to ſymphony divine! 7 
| But ſtop, advent'rous mule, thy haſty flight | 1 
And ſcanth plumage may deceive thy hopes, 1 


Thy fondeſt expectations diſappoint, 
And let thee drop (if it were poſſible) 0 
Below the uſual orbit of thy ſphere ! F 
But thou !---bleſt Author of the theme I ſing! 1 
Thou! who the hero of my ſong inſpir'd 0 
See this title beautifully and clearly proved by Dr. Porteus, Biſhop 


of London, in his ſermon on the propricty of that character amidit aL Y 
David's alloys, | 


With wiſdom, courage, ſtrength, and fortitude, 
(Tho? on the plains his ruſtic life he led) 
As his official character requir'd, 
'Tis Thou alone can point the humble track 
Betwixt preſumption bold and diffidence, 
Direct the efforts of my tim'rous mule, 
And add Thy bleſſing to the frail attempt: 
To Thee I look—may I not look in vain! 
On Thee depend—nor may dependence fail ! 
Then why not ſing celeſtial ſtrains below ? 
What conſtitutes a heav'n but heav'nly love, 
And peace and joy? and where's the ranſom'd ſoul 
That knows the bleſſing, and the bliſs enjoys, 
But feels ſeraphic fire each pow'r inflame } 
Nor theſe the only notes that ſwell my ſong, 
Too oft ſome ſad occaſion will occur : 
The vile complexion of the human heart, 
Its baleful operations and effects, 
In plaintive ſtrains my conſcious muſe muſt ſing, 
But to my theme— Behold the ruddy youth! 
Of faireſt countenance ; and mein unfit 
For martial art or military toil, 
To rule a ſtate, or in a ſenate ſhine, 
Or that grand foe in ſingle combat meet, 
Whoſe preſegce terrify'd an armed hoſt ; 
Yet thus divine diſcernment now decides :; 
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Eliab, Shammah and Abinadab, 

Before the ſcer in ſlow proceſſion move, 

But none of thele ſuperior Wildom choſe : 

No manly mein, nor ſtrength, nor martial ſkill, 

Can conſtitute the Lord's impartial choice, 

"Twas Jeſſe's youngeſt ſon—the ſtrip ling fair! 
David! the object of His ſormer choice, 

Till now unknown to men. Behold the horn! 

(An emblem of ftability and pow'r) 

The prophet by divine appointment took 


And pour'd the unction on his youthful brow, 
| Not ſuch his predeceſſor's fearful lot, 
| From brittle glaſs the unctuous matter flow'd, 
Expreſhve of the tranfient ſtate and ſtay 
Of royal grandeur and authority, 


— — ——— 
- * 


Now ſoon theſe ſad diſaſters ſorely preſs !— 
His kingdom rent—his God withdrawn—his mind 
With ſad diſmay and deep dejection fill'd ! 

. Eſtrang'd from God, and from His holy ways! 

But ſee the youth, in rural ſcenes immur'd, 

Rais'd gradual from obſcurity, to fit 
His mind for martial deeds and regal pow'r; | | 
Nor his advancement once his heart elates | 
With vanity, or arrogance, or pride : 
When court diſpenſes with his preſence, then 
With joy he to his much-lov'd plains retires ! 
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Paternal love and patriotic zeal 
Call him once more from his belov'd retreat. 
© Come (ſays old Jeſle) take this needful fare, 
« And haſte thy way to Iſr'el's hoſtile bands, 
% Where in God's cauſe, thy brethren are engag'd; 
© Go aſk their welfare, and bring back their pledge#? 
Obedient to his father's kind command, 
The royal Bethlemite purſuss his way, 
Nor for exemption plcads prerogative ! 
The loaves of bread, the checle, and parched corn, 
To IIr'el's camp he cheertully couveys, 
This teems his only errand z but his God 


His more eſſential {crvice had engag'd - 


To reſcue Saul's intimidated hoſt! 

For lo ! a formidable philiſtine, 

Goliah was his name—a man ot Gath, 

Defies the armies of the living God. 

Behold him vaunting with gigantic ſtride 

Down Elah's vale ! the ſcene of deep diſmay 

To Ifrel's terrify'd, diſhearten'd bands! 

And with inſulting language thus he ſpeaks--- 
What folly c'er could prompt the vain attempt, 


That Saul, and his devoted ſervants form, 


© To dare the war with ſuch ſuperior force ! 
& I! even I! a Philiſtine ſtands forth, 
In ſingle combat to decide your fate! 
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& Find me a man, that his defeat may prove 

© The certain token of your ſervitude.” 

While forty days the challenge he repeats, 

Increaſing terror Iſr'el's ranks pervades : 

Vain was the offer'd prize—all ſhun the liſt ; 

Till dauntleſs David in the field appears, 

He hears the rumour murmur thro? the hoſt ; 

With zeal and fortitude he ſoon enquires 

e What's his reward who Iſr'el's foe ſubdues, 

+ And takes reproach from Jacob's heritage?“ 

How far the offer'd prize might operate 

We can't determine, but thus far we know 

The cauſe, and glory of his God impreſs'd 

And fill'd his mind with intrepidity: 

Thus fearleſs in his ſtrength he marches forth, 

Nor taunts deter him from the enterprize. 

He's harneſs'd for the fight, but ſoon ſuſpects 

The proof of hyman means, or human pow'r, 

He to the brook repairs, and culls the ſtones 

And puts them in his ſcrip, (the only badge 

Of royalty the kingly ſhepherd wears!) 

And in the Lord of Hoſts alone confides, 

By whom »he quell'd the bear and lion too, 
Behold the man of Gath advancing forth! 

With high diſdain he views the ruddy youth, 

His rural armour, and his ruſtic air: 
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His fate determines, and his fleſh devotes 

As the rapacious vultures? certain prey; 

Nor leſs determines his eternal ſtate 

With feeble rancour curſt him by his Gods! 

But David arm'd with ſtrength invincible, 

Dauntleſs goes forth to meet his daring foe, 

Nor doubts that conqueror he'll ſoon return: 

While pow'r omnipotent impels his arm, 

Unerring wiſdom well directs his eye ; 

The ſtone deep in the lofty forehead finks— 

The mighty giant ſtaggers—falls—and dies! 

Lightly the ſtripling trips the hoſtile plain, 

And quickly lights upon his vanquiſh'd prey, 

No ſword had David ; but Goliah's ſword, 

So well adapted to the ſanguine deed, 

Hews off the head from the enormous trunk! 
(And may the mule a moment now digrels, 

And ſay, How oft Satanic pow'r has been, 

© Goliah like, with its own weapons cruſh'd!”) 

Pale terror ſwiſt acrols the valley flies, 

And ſeizes each late boaſting philiſſine: 

When they behold their champion fall, 1 fly! 

Iſr'el encourag'd by the ſame event, 

To Ekron's gates purſue the flying foe, 
Behold ! the youthful hero now returns, 


And to Jeruſalem the trophy bears; 
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While female triumphs celebrate his praiſe, 
Give ten to one in preference to Saul ! 
Now Jonathan, that amiable youth, 

With warm affection, in young David ſees 

The man, the ſaint, the hero, aud the friend! 
And ſoon his lib'ral ſoul is firmly knit 

In friendſhip's pure, indiſſoluble bonds. 

Not ſuch the feelings of his father's mind, 
Where envy and malevolence prevail, 


And rankle in his vile ungenerous breaſt ; 


And ſeldom after lets occaſion ſlip 


To teſtify their influence on his heart, 


There they with moſt infernal rancour wrought ! 


And what betray'd his little, abje& mind? 

The trivial circumſtance that gave it birth— 
flaſh of female, fond effuſions flies, 

And blaſts the ſelf-poſleſhon of a king! 

He views his great deliv'rer as his foe, 

And when the humble youth his harp reſum'd, 

The ſweeteſt ſofteſt flowing notes he touch'd 

Saul's agitated ſpirits to compole 

Or wen dejettion ſadden'd all his ſoul, 

And deep depreſſion ſunk each ſullen thought: 

The ſweet mulician rais'd his ſprightlieſt notes, 

Swift varying from each undulating ſtring, 


But nought Saul's rooted enmity removes, 
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While vileſt paſſions reign and domineer, 


Swift from his vengeful hand the jav'lin flies, 


Aim'd at the virtuous breaſt that ſecks his peace : þ 
Sad ſtate !—of God forſook !—loſt to all ſenſe 
Of gratitude, humanity, and love ! | 4 ! 
And each concomitant ſenſation flies— 1 


Sweet peace - ſerene complacency and joy. 
Now David moves the hatred, fear, or love, 

Of all who love, or hate the ways of God; | 

And Saul his righteous conduct can't endure 

Whoſe picty and ſtricteſt rectitude 

Reproach and torture his abandon'd breaſt, 

And ſtrike confuſion thro? his guilty ſoul, 
Now from the royal preſence David's ſpurn'd, 

And Saul appoints him captain of a band; 

In his promotion meditates his fall : 

With dcep deceit 4 vile hy pheriſy, 

He thus adopts the language of the faint : 

© Be ſtrong and fight the battles of the Lord,“ 

While rancour reign'd in his ferocious breaſt, 

Young David's vigor and his zeal for God 

Are now employ'd to expedite his end ; 

While he, with dutiful ſubmiſſion, yields 

To all his falſe, pretending friend appoints, 

Till —— and delay excite his with 


To take poſſeſſion of the purchas'd prize: 
G 


30 POEMS, 


And tho! the father's promiſe is engag'd, 
He ſtill is acting in full character; 
Prevaricates—denies the youth his right; 


A new —a dang'rous requiſition makes 


The hero, warm with valor and with love, 
| Dauntleſs goes forth, and ſoon his end obtains, 
Returns and takes poſſeſſion of his prize, 

And Michal lov'd the hero, tis declar'd, 

As ſuited to her ſanguine turn of mind; 

Some warm effuſions flow around her heart, 

| Which, like a torrent, ſoon expend their rage, 
And leave it ſad---the ſeat of diſcontent ! 
How much ſoe'er ſhe lov'd the © man of blood,“ 
"Tis plain ſhe never lov'd him as a faint ! 
Deſpis'd him ſoon, and his religion too ! 

Well form'd her father's purpoſe to fulfil : 

She ſoon a viper in his boſom proves, 

And turns his ſweeteſt bleſſing to a curſe ! 


END OF THE PIRST PART, 
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THE FLOOD OF FORMOSA, 
AND THE 


FIRE OF CLIFFDEN. 


if 
A Muſe confin'd to Britain's fruitful ſoil, j | 
Nor paſs'd the limits of her native iſle ; 13 
Never defy'd the daſhing billow's rage, 1 0 
Nor much conſulted the hiſtoric page; | j \ 
Or what the Aſiatic iſlands boaſt, 160 | 
Which moſt productive, which renowned moſt ; 10 
But what ſhe's ſeen ſhe wiſhes to reveal, | Thi 
What charms in Britain's new FoRuOsA dwell, | | | 
Tho? frail the verſe, nor much expreſſion ſhine, | Il l 
Tho' dull deſcription drags along the line, 1 0 
Benevolence and candor wont refuſe | l ! 
The greatful efforts of a humble muſe. li} ; 
Here g, the kind, the gen'rous, and the ww . 


Exchang'd the boiſt'rous for the bubbling wave; 
With the delightful fituation pleas'd, 


From a mere bog, the beauteous iſland rais'd ; i} A 
While firm reſolve and genius both diſcloſe, ij 1 | 
The villa neat and elegaat aroſe, 1 tf 
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Tho' ſtill in infant ſtate, rich charms ariſe, 
Each year preſents new beauties to our eyes; 
The ſame reſolve, the ſame ſuperior ſkill, 
Are {till intenſe, and unremitted ſtill, 

Unite with bounteous nature to produce 
Improvements, both for ornament and uſe. 

Here Thames with ſlow and gentle murmur moves 
Beneath the ſhade of Cliffden's lofty groves, 
Whole tow'ring heights o'erlook the charming ſcene, 
Sublimely grand and iolemnly ſerene. 

By trade or pleaſure urg'd, the plaſhing oar 
Reverberates along the cliffy ſhorc, | 
While ſtatcly-ſailing ſwans the bark precede, 

Or turn aſide to crop the tender reed; 

With mutual greetings their dominion claim, 
Adjuſt their plumes, and ſip the ſilver ſtream; 
There independent, unmoleſted rove, 
Attentive liſten to the tuneful grave ; 

In whole impending ſhades the linnets ſing, 
And join in echo with the babbling ſpring. 

To grace the margin verdant lawns extend, i 
And paths of gravel fancifully bend; 

And where, detach'd from Thames's ample ſource, 
To form the iſle, or moderate his force, 

The diff'rent ſtreams dire& their winding way, 
Utility and beauty both diſplay, 
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From whence the level lake and purling rill 
Foſter the finny herd, or turn the mill: 
Upon cach bank the rich plantations thrive, 
And from the ſtream fertility derive ; 
Where bloom and fruit luxuriantly abound— 
The whole with order clegantly crown'd. 
The interſecting alleys, ſmooth and green, 
With rows of richeſt eſculents between, 
Rich proofs of taſte and induſtry afford, 
And pour their bounties on the owner's board: 
Round many a ſhrub the friendly fibres twine ; 
Of the fair, blooming, odorous woodbine, 
Enclos'd with hedge of {weeteſt eglantine, 
From whence, thro” glades and arched bow'rs, the muſe 
With plealing contemplation, now purſues 
The ſpot, where ſeparated ſtreams unite 
A penſive, ſoothing ſcene of calm delight; 
Poſſeſſing charms at once both grand and grave, 
Where drooping willows dip the ſilent wave, 
And lofty trees with ſolemnizing made, 
The ruſticated edifice o' erſpread; 
And {till to add to all theſe ſolemn views, 
The efforts of a kind elegaic muſe, * 
Beneath the duſky, antique arch ſuſpend, 


And mourn at once the father and the friend! 


* An Elegy on the late Dr, B——, Father to Lady. Young. 
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The gilded bark, with gorgeous canopy, 
O'er which the lofty, filken ſtreamers fly, 
Here ſafely wafts, and lands the feſtive train, 
Who here a calm, retired ſeat obtain ; 

From gay excurſions find a deep receſs, 
Their thoughts collect, to ſeek a ſolid peace, 

Muſt now the muſe adopt a plaintive lay, 

And devaſtation's ſad effects diſplay ? 

Ah! what avail all we fo fondly prize 

All ſo delightful to our ears or eyes: 

E'en all that nature's countleſs charms diſplay ; 
Majeſtic groves, clear ſtreams, or tuneful lay ; 
Fair blooms, rich fruits, ſweet ſcents, or lively greens ; 
Or art, with all her gay and coſtly ſcenes— 
All inſufficient ſafety to maintain, | 

Or the remorſeleſs elements reſtrain : 

For lo! the waters riſe, the torrent pours, 
And Thames emits his congregated ſtores ; 
The fruits of toil and art are ſwept away, 
Victims to inundation's furious ſway ! 

Say gen'rous ſtream, could aught excite thy rage? 
Could thy reſentment thus thy force engage ? 
Or could thy meek, thy modeſt breaſt deſpiſe, 
Or feel a rival in FoxmosA riſe ? 

No! I'll acquit thee from the cruel charge 
Thou ſmil'ſt to ſee the graceful iſle emerge 
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From dreary ſwamps, that thy fair ſtream diſgrac'd; 


Thy murmurs oft by ruſtling ſedge ſuppreſs'd— 
Inſtead of ofier-ſtumps, deform'd, forlorn, 
Beauty and order now thy banks adorn, 
*T was angry Boreas, with his icy gales, 
Loaded thy fruitful hills and verdant vales ; 
And when the ſunny ray, and ſoft'ning rain, 
Benignly viſited the earth again, 
Then down the hills the ruſhing torrent roars, 
Defiles thy ſtream, and floats thy fertile ſhores ; 
The verdure hides beneath the muddy {oi}, 
De forms and deſolates thy fav'rite iſle ! 
This but the prelude of ſeverer ill 
Formoſa fees and fears, but Cliffden feels / 
Tis ſummer's eve, all peaceful, all ſerene; 
While o'er the lately joyous, feſtive ſcene, 
The ſoft, the ſober ſhades in filence creep 
Nature juſt huſh'd her f-mily to ſleep, 
Save the ſequeſter'd ſongſtrels of the grove 
(Sacred to ſadneſs, ſolitude, and love) 
The evening charms with her ſoft, thrilling tale, 
And pours her ſoothing accents o'er the vale ; 
All ſeem ſecure---joy, peace, and friendſhip reign, 
And promiſe to extend their {weet domain ; 

But awful change ! behold the burſting flame ! 
| From Cliffden's roof aſcends the fiery ftream ! 
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Wonder and terror ſeize each anxious breaſt— 
With conſternation every face impreſt, 
Save noble O— 
Alive to pity*---to her 4% refign'd ! 

Thames, quite aſtoniſh'd ! from his placid bed 


Sees the huge columns vaulting o'er his head; 


y, bleſt with tranquil mind, 


While intervolving flames promiſcuous roll, 


And glare tremendous thro? the ſable ſcroll, 
To diſtant hills the awful fight appear'd! 
To diſtant hills the rumbling din is heard ! 


The maſtiff rous'd, vocif*rous pours his tongue, 


| And mingles with the faſt-aſſembling throng ; 80 
if While varying with the freſh, or failing gale, 
4 as The tumult's wafted o'er the liſt'ning vale; Mu 
| Till crackling flames, and craſhing falls reſound No 
i With dreadful echo thro' the deep profound! An 
| Ah! Cliffden falls! her glory's ſwept away, To | 
1 Io ſate becomes a ſure devoted prey. Wit 
Ah! what avail thy lofty eminence, May 

Thy real, or thy fancied excellence! | And 
| When firſt the ſecret movings of the mule | No 
Did thro' my veins reſiſtleſs force diſfuſe ; To te 
| | | When firſt in tune the tender pailions flow'd, Wiſde 
| And thro' the pow'rs poetic fervors glow'd ; | Wher 


* Her Ladyſhip appeared particularly anxious that no lives might be 
riſqued by venturing too far to reſcue any thing from the flames; and 
afterwards expreſſed her 8 that no lives were loſt, aud a noble 
ſuperiority to the other lolz. 5 
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Theſe the fair ſcenes my panting breaſt aſſuag'd, 
The ſubject, CLirrDen, firſt my pen engag'd.“ 
But what alas! avails my feeble ſtrain, 
When bolder, ſtronger, ſweeter notes are vain ! 
Alike in vain did Pope or Thomſon ſing 
Of © Cliffden's proud alcove,” and cryſtal ſpring 
The mule's boaſt ; her beauty, ſtrength, and fame, 
Could not ſecure her from the vengeful flame! 
How frail the ſtate of all terreſtrial things! 
Each anxious wiſh, each fond enjoyment brings 
Some ſad concomitant !—ſome dang'rous ſnare ! 
Some painful ſting attends each pleaſure here, 
But muſt my ſong in mournful cadence cloſe ? 
Muſt melancholy yet her glooms impoſe ? 
No; ſtill Formoſa's ſafe---her charms reſtor'd, 
And Cliffden'yet may greater charms afford 
To ſome ſuperior muſe, when I ſhall ceaſe 
With dogg'rel rhyme, to break the public peace, 
May riſe again to grace fair Thames's ſhore, 


And ſhine with greater ſplendor than before, 


Not to impair our joys, but to improve, 
To teach us what to fear, and what to love ; 
Wiſdom and pow'r divine the channel ſhow 


Where ſolid peace and true enjoyment flow: 


See Cliffden, a Poem. 
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Kind Providence ſo often intervenes 
With blaſted hopes and deſolated ſcenes— 
The winds, the waves, the fire's rapacious pow'r, 
Commiſſion'd or to ſerve, or to devour. 

Happy the mind who hence inſtruftion learns ! 
In each event, the gracious hand diſcerns ; 
Hence draws the real eſtimate of earth, 

Its longeſt period, and its proper worth— 
Hence drawn to long for that ſuperior ſtate, 
Of wealth exhauſtleſs and eternal date! 
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N OW June unfolds her fair and fragrant ſtores, 

This eve, beneath the grove's extenſive ſhade, 

Still lengthen'd by the ſun's declining ray : 

Secluded from the world---ſweet ſolitude 

Invites my feet to Northern's ſhrubby brow ; 

Where, wearied with the labors of the day, 

Upon the graſſy hillock I recline; 

While ever-verdant broom embow'rs my head, 

And with her golden bells bedecks my brow, 

I thence the ſweetly ſmiling landſcape view, 
Here filence reigns ! except the tinkling tone 

Of flocks collecting for the nightly fold; 

While lambkins with their tender bleat demand 

The needful ſuccours from their willing dams, 

Or lark deſcendiag from his tuneful tour, 

Or thruſh, or blackbird chanting thro? the grove : 

While nature's charms each waiting ſenſe regale, 

Sweet Philomela's melting accents ſteal, 


With thrilling variations down the diſtant vale, 


THE VALE OF WYCOMBE. 
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Delightful valley ! whoſe luxuriant meads 
Crown'd with rich herbage floating to the breeze, 
Enamell'd with the ſofteſt, gayeſt blooms, 

By nature's lib'ral hand profuſely ſpread ; 

And on cach ſide the graceful hills ariſe, 

Whole crops abundant clothe the fertile ſoil, 

And promile to the peaſant rich reward, 

Striving to vie with the prolifc vale, 

Nor leſs the ſylvan ſcenes their charms diſplay, 
Whoſe wide-{pread foilage forms the cooling ſhade, 

And ſooths the languors of the fervid noon. | 

While down below Wick's fair, meand'ring ſtream, 

Betwixt the bending willows ſteals along; 

But ſoon arreſted in her calm career, 

Th” obſtrufting dam demands a tranſient pauſe; 

She's then conducted to the torturing wheel, 

Whoſe horrid craſh thro? all the valley ſounds! 

Then quits with rapid flight the tyrant's paw 3 

But when to ſafer diſtance far arriv'd, 

Her agitated breaſt becomes compos'd, 

And as ſhe roves along the ſandy bed 

Her injuries in ſofteſt murmurs tells. | 

But ceaſe thy mournful murmurings, thou'lt ſoon 
Be free'd from toil and torture : Father Thames 
Will cloſe enfold thee in his fond embrace, 


And thy kind guardian and protector prove; 
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With him in nobler ſervice then engag'd, 
To Britain's ſhores ſhall thy {oft boſom bear 
The wealth and worth of every diſtant clime, 
Nor that the groateſt honors thou ſhalt ſhare, 
But ſoon be call'd to aid a nobler cauſe ;* 
To bear the news of Jcſu's dying love . 
To thoſe who never heard of Jeſu's name! 
Nor need'ſt thou to repine; could'ſt thou refle& 
Upon thy ſervice in this ſcanty ſphere : 
By thee impell'd, the manulatt'ring + pow'rs, 
With inimitable {kill prepare 
A compoſition exquilitely fine, 
The literary impreſs to receive: 
Hence many a tender tale, by poet feign'd 
Shall be recited on thy flow'ry banks, 
Or ſung in concert with thy babbling ſtreams 
To raiſe the hopes of ſome deſponding fair, 
Or aid the lover in his fond addrels. 
But more importance and utility 
Shall thy reſiſtleſs operations crown; 
The liſping train, who on thy margin ſport, 
And launch their paper navies on the wave, 
And pluck the golden bloſſoms from the brink, 


Shall hence the needful rudiments acquire, 


* Alluding to the Miſſionaries, who were then expected ſoon to embark 
+ The Paper Manufacturies. 


— — 


— — N — — 


— * 


ba "POEMS, 


To trace the ſacred page, and there derive 
Rich information of redeeming love ! 

And every duty God and man demand, 
Hence too, the ſons of ſcience form a fund 
Of pleaſure, and of profit to the mind 
Suſceptive of ſublime intelligence, 

But night apace draws o'er her duſky vail 
Betwixt my eye and nature's countleſs charms : 
Now pleaſing ſcenes—farewell ; ſweet vale adieu 
I'll to my cot (in lonely ſhades immur'd) 

Retire, and ſcck a ſoft aſylum there, 
And taſte the ſweets of pure domeſtic peace. 

When on ſome fair, ſome future day I rove, 
Perhaps to Ioltſpur's eminence aſcend, 

And take the rich enchanting proſpet thence, 
Whence White-Hill leads the ſpacious, winding way, 
Thro' Wick's fair Vale (up to her cryſtal ſource) 
That's terminated by the prominence, * 

Which jutting forth from Chiltern's knotty zone, 
O'erlooks the richly varying ſcene below; 

Where D | 

And to the eye the mingl'd charms convey, 


d's hoſpitable gates expand, 


That art and nature emulous diſplay; 


Thence turns the road to Oxford's ſtudious bow 'rs, 


The eminence on which Weſt-Wycombe church is erected; ſuppoſes. 


to be a {pur of the Chikern Hills. 
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Where Cherwell laves Magdalen's antique tow'rs 

And all her copious ſtreams into fair Iſis pours, 
Now Wycombe's ſpacious ſtreets demand my lay, 

Which rural eaſe with ſofter pomp diſplay ; 

Free from exceſs of opulence or pride 

Neatneſs and modeſt elegance preſide, 

Of thy fair ſcenes delighted trav'lers tell, 

Thy handſome ſtruftures, and thy clear canal, 

Thy captivating walks—extenſive glades, 

Thy purling rills, and ſweet embow'ring ſhades, 
"Twas where St. Mary's cryſtal riv'lets riſe 

I hrſt brew breath—firſt op'd my infant eyes; 

Thoſe charms endear'd by childhood's tender views, 

Reflection oft the pleaſure ſtill renews ; 

Tho' now remote by time, and place remov'd, 


Sweet recollection paints the ſcenes belov'd. 
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DETACHED PIECES, 


On various Subjects, chitfly wrote on particular Occaſions, and 
to particular Perſons, 


— .. — 
LUCINDA, 


Twas in the humble vale of life, 
Lucinda choſe a calm retreat ; 
Nor anxious whether maid or wife, 


Conteng pervades the lowly ſeat, 


There ſweet humility preſides, 
Fair parent of the lovely train ! 
The infant ſocial graces guides, 


Till they maturity attain, 


With ſofteſt ſympathy poſſeſs'd, 
Her boſom melts at other's woes ; 

Her kindneſs, unimplor'd, cxpreſs'd, 
And pity more than verbal flows, 
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Waits not to hear the mournful tale, 
Extorted by necęſſity: 
Her care and diligence prevail 


O'er ſcenes of pain and penury, 


Yes, where the modeſt ſtruggling ſigh 
Reſiſtleſs ſpeaks the ſadden'd heart, 

The needful and the prompt ſupply 
Her hands beneficent impart, 


Tho' now but to recipients known, 
It meets with heav'n's divine regard; 
Her God will carthly bleſſings crown 


With an exceeding great reward! 


Tho? ſtranger to the fancicd blif%, 
That's only known by ſordid fen/e : 
She knows what that enjoyment is, 


That flows from pure benevolence. 


Still more the preſence of her God 
Refines—perpetuates her joys, 

And adds to every gift beſtow'd 
Bright proſpects of th' eternal prize. 
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ROSALINDA AN DD TRE LARK. 


————— Cs. —— — 


'Twas in the fragrant, fair alcove, 
By jeſamine and woodbine wove, 
That Roſalinda ſought 


Exemption from the noiſe and ſtrife, 


That wait the buly ſcenes of life, 
And ſooth the penſive thought, 


*T was ſummer's morn, the {un aroſe 


—— III — — 
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With rays that every charm diſcloſe 
That ſight or ſcent poſſeſs; 
The winged tribes, with artleſs lay, 
Joyous ſalute the riſing day, 

And charm the ear no leſs, 


While many a humming inſect ſought 
The ſweets with which the bow'r was fraught, 
| And thence the burden bore, 
| With buſy wing, the balmy load, 
Which in their cells they ſafely ſtow'd, 
And haſten'd back for more, 
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While all were active, blithe and gay 


Either at muſic, work, or play 
Before the flow'ry ſeat, 

The thoughtful Roſalinda views 

The playful lambs, while anxious ewes 
Attend with foſt'ring bleat, 


Says Roſalinda, with a ſigh, 

© All gay and cheerful—all but I, 
The whole creation glad! 

And I, to whom my God has giv'n 

To ſmile on earth, and ſing in heav'n, 
Shall I alone be ſad? 


Shall I, who can the creatures trace; 

Their beauty, order, time and place, 
A ſtranger quite remain 

To their untainted happineſs ? 

Their unalloy'd delight and bliſs, 
Why not my breaſt attain ? 


And tho? ſo innocently gay, 

Their happineſs they can't convey 
To one dejected mind; 

For while we earthly joys purſue, 

Diſguſt and diſappointment too, 
How oft, alas! we find, 
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Where can my reſtleſs ſoul aſpire 
How true felicity acquire— 

| How eaſe my aching breaſt? 
Surrounded with terreſtrial good, 
Friends, books and health, apparel, food, 
Yet ſtill I am diſtreſt!“ 


While Roſalinda ruminates, 
On earth's fallacious joys debates, 
Its vanities deplores 
A lark forth from the verdure ſprings, 
He ſwells his throat, and ſweetly ing 
As upward {wift he ſoars 


Full, too, in Roſalinda's view— 

Juſt from before her bow'r he flew ; 
Her eye and ear attend, 

Purſue the ſongſter's aerial route, 

Expanded wing and ſprightly note, 
That t'ward the heav'ns aſcend, 


Theſe views her anxious thoughts arreſt, 

And wrought reflection in her breaſt 
* Ah! could my ſoul afcend ! 

And like this lark, from earth ariſe 

To ſcenes of greater, purer joys 


My ſcanty pow'rs extend, 
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Then would my gloomy cares remove, 
For permanence of peace and love, 
Surpaſſing earthly toys ; 
Cheerful lerenity command, 
And every aQtive pow'r expand, 
To reach celeſtial joys: 


For had the lark his neſt retain'd, 

He'd fad and filent ſtill remain'd, 
His pinions clogg'd with earth; 

But burſting from the ſod, attains 


A purer air, and brighter ſcenes, 
Light, liberty, and mirth. | 00 


Father of lights, peace, joy, and love } 
Thou only can'ſt my heart remove 
From theſe terreſtrial ſcenes; 
Thou my afflictions“ can't command i | 
Where Jeſus, rais'd to thy right hand, | [ | 


A Prince---a Saviour reigns !”? 


# Col. ili. 1, 2. Acts v. 31, 
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THE RIVER JORDAN. 
— ——— 6 


Occaſioned by a Friend obſerving to the Author, ** that the many 
Hinderances to friendly and religious Converſation will be better ex- 


plained, and entirely removed when we arrive on the other Side of Jordan,” I 
23222 
When Jordan's wid'ning ſtreams we view, 7 


Terror invades the tim'rous ſoul ; 
We dread the chilling paſſage thro'— 
Trembling we ſee the ſurges roll! 


Thus /enſe the ſolemn ſcene pourtrays, | 
With every dark and diſmal ſhade ; 
While guilt a broken law diſplays, 


Increaſing woes the ſoul pervade. . , 


But faith, and hope, and love preſent 
A ſofter, lafer, brighter view; 
The ſad ſolicitude prevent, 
And ſay, © The Saviour paſſed thro? : 
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& Tis now a conſecrated flood 
« He laid the firm, unerring clue; 
© He mark'd the paſlage with His blood, 


« And made it ſafe and certain too!“ 


While here, we range a deſert waſte, 
In fond purſuit of airy dreams ; 
Oft Marah's bitter waters taſte, 


Inſtead of Horeb's cheering ſtreams, 


But all the ſorrow, care, and pain, 
We bear along this wilderneſs ; 
When we ſhall Cana'n's ſhore attain, 


Will be exchanged for joy and peace. 


The obſtacles that now impede 
Sweet friendſhip's intercourle, and prove 
A ſource of grief, will all recede, 


Replac'd by unmoleſted love: 


Congenial fouls will there unite, 
Nor ſigh, nor forrow intervenc, 
To ſpoil the permanent delight, 


to interrupt the joyous ſcene. 
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When on a ſummer's morn I've ſtray'd 
Some eminence, on Thames's fide 

The diſtant dazzling hills ſurvey'd, 
I've ſcarce perceiv'd the miſty tide : 


So when to th' heavenly hills we raiſe 
The languid look, and there explore 

The charms that cheering ſcene diſplays; 
On Jordan's faireſt, fartheſt ſhore, 


Thoſe gladd'ing proſpeAts oft remove 
The fears which feeble minds enſlave, 

And bear the tim'rous ſoul above 
The terrors of the boiſt'rous wave. 
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THE NUPTIAL DAY. 


rote on the expected Marriage of a Friend, 


—— ˖ l! 


Softeſt of the tuneful train, 

Aid a ruſtic's feeble ſtrain; 
Animate his languid pow'rs 
From thy fair ambroſial bow'rs 
Cull thy beauties ſweet and gay, 
To grace the joyous nuptial day. 


Tho' much of youthful vigor's fled, 
Tho' calm my breaſt and bald my head, 
Decreas'd the energetic glow, 

That Hymen's ſprightly vot'ries know; 
Tho' blooming health and youth decay, 
I can't forget my nuptial day, 


Tho? almoſt thirty years are run, 

Since my connubial courſe begun 
Tho? cares and ſorrows preſs'd between, 
And chequer'd o'er the changing ſcene ; 
Yet ſtill my grateful thoughts convey 
Remembrance of the nuptial day, 


R 
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If that was bliſs, ſo unrefin'd, 
When that unpoliſh'd pair was join'd, 


How muſt ſuperior bliſs abound, 


With every grace and virtue crown'd, 


When ſuch accompliſhments diſplay 
Their charms upon the nuptial day ! 


Great Author of the nuptial tie, 
Deſcend with bleſſings from on high, 
Be every happy, grateful gueſt _ 
With Thy approving preſence bleſt ; 
Nor only be Thy gracious ſtay 
Confin'd unto the nuptial day. 


May this bleſt pair each day improve 
In piety, in peace and love !— 

In joys unknown to earthly minds, 
Such as gracious heav'n deſigns ; 
More permanent their happy ſtay, 
Than the tranſient nuptial day. 


To increaſe their mutual bliſs, 


May a ſmiling offspring riſe ; 


Fruits of pure conjugal joys, 


Graceful girls and blooming boys, 
Ev'n to hoary hairs convey 


Remembrance of the nuptial day. 
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May ne'er their hearts nor aims divide, 
Should that bleſſing be deny'd, 

If *tis the heav'nly will to bleſs 

With diff'rent modes of uſefulneſs ; 
With ſweet ſubmiſſion {till obey, 

Nor leſs eſteem the nuptial day, 


And after many uſeful days, 

Paſs'd in love, and joy, and peace, 

May heav'n their well-ſpent pow'rs refine 
The marriage of the Lamb to join— _ 
The proof and pow'r of grace diſplay 
Thro' an eternal nuptial day ! 


EMMA AN DU MELINDA, 


OR 


THE RECLUSES, 


————o—— ..... — . ꝗfn— 


Beneath a verdant mount, whoſe head, 
Crown'd with the beeches lofty ſhade, 
O'erlook'd the winding vale ; 
While from its craggy root diſtil 
The purlings of a cryſtal rill, 
With ſofteſt, tinkling tale, 
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Forming a ſcene of ſolitude ; 

A rude unſhapen ſtrufture ſtood, 

With ivy-mantle clad ; 

From which the gothic ſpires aſcend 

The drooping willows o'er impend, 
And form a ſolemn ſhade. 


Beneath the twiſted, hoary thorn, 


The daffodils the brink adorn, 
Of the pellucid ſpring ; 
And oft to ſooth the loneſome vale, 
The tuneful, wakeful nightingale, 
In penſive notes would ſing, 


Surrounding cypreſs overſpreads, 

And deepens more the diſmal ſhades 
The bright meridian ray | 

Scarce penetrates the thick'ning glooms, 

Nor glimmers on the golden blooms 
That o'er the waters play, 


While in the lofty beechen grove 

The ſprightly thruſh, and plaintive dove, 
Each tells his wonted tale; 

Which from the hills reverberates— 

Echo the length'ning ſound repeats, 
And ſteals along the vale, 
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The raven oft, in ſable hue, 

Around the ſolemn manſion flew, 
Foretold approaching night ; 

The whirling bat, the whirring jar, 

The hooting owl, the humming dorr, 


Their uncooth notes unite. 


While round the rude monaſtic walls, 

The ſtream with many a murmur falls, 
Where pebbly rocks impede ; 

But ſoon eſcap'd, the vale below 

Invites a gentler, ſmoother flow, 


Provides a ſofter bed, 


Within theſe deep ſequeſter'd ſhades, 

Two fair---two heav'n · devoted maids, 
With ſacred love inſpir'd: 

Sweet Emma, and Melinda too, 

Their chaſteſt, pureſt aims purſue, 


From the vain world retir'd. 


No humour peeviſh, or moroſe 

F'er prompt'd their worldly courſe to cloſe, 
No diſappointment preſs'd 

Tae gentle mind; no lover loſt, 

No grief, for fond affections croſs'd, 
F'er gall'd their tender breaſt ; 
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But earth- born vanities and ſnares, 
Uncertain comforts, certain cares, 

Their thirſt for earth aſſuage ; 
While pious aims their thoughts employ, 
Celeſtial love, celeſtial joy, 


Their humble hearts engage, 


No ſuperſtitious motive ſway'd, 


No Roomifh pageantry diſplay'd, 


No papal pow'r confeſs'd ; 
No veſtments, relics, beads, or urn, 
No conſecrated tapers burn, 


No pence for Peter's cheſt 


Drvine realities impreſs'd | 

Their weight, and beauty on their breaſt, 
Exceeding outward forms ; 

Impell'd by by Jeſu's dying love 

Affections {et on things above, 
Poſſeſs ſurpaſſing charms, 


Their ſouls cemented, firm, ſincere, 

The ſoft, the ſweetly ſmiling year 
Rolls gently o'er their head; 

Their hearts with heav'nly fervors glow, 

$eem crucify'd to all below, 


Yet nature's ſoon diſplay'd. 
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Now ſtern Melinda ne'er had ſigh'd 
For mortal love, nor e'er way try'd 

With its all-potent force ; 
Form'd of a grave, ſaturnine mould, 
Not merely ſolid-- rather cold, 


Her nature bent its courle. 


But of a quick, mercurial make, 
Emma's vivacious pow'rs partake, 
For every impreſs form'd: 


Suſceptive of the warm deſire, 


That ſprightly youth and love inſpire, | 


Her boſom oft alarm'd, 


Tho” diff 'rent thus, yet ſtill their aim, 


Views, motives, and purſuits the ſame ; 


Yet various exercile 
Waits their probationary courſe, 
Nature and Satan's fraud or foxce, 


Too oft their fouls ſurprize. 


Melinda, ſill'd with gloomy care, 
Oft drops the melancholy tear, 
And fears her hopes arc loſt 
While Emma's fond affections rove 
The regions of terreſtrial love, 


By ſportive fancy tols'd, 
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Melinda, penſive, walk'd the vale, 

And ſighed with every breathing gale 
That whiſper'd thro? the ſhade ; 

While Emma rov'd the eminence, 


And view'd the lovely proſpects thence 


That nature's ſcenes diſplay'd. 


While heart to heart with love ent win'd, 
In kindeſt converſation join'd, 

Their feelings oft expreſs d 
& Ah!“ —ſigh'd Melinda“ could I prove 
With Emma, heav'nly joy and love, 

Then would my ſoul be bleſs'd.“ 


Says Emma, did Melinda know 

How volatile my paſſions flow, 
How levity prevails; 

How wav'ring my inconſtant mind, 

As faithleſs as the changing wind 
She'd know what Emma feels, 


How often have 1 ſeen thy mind 

Submiſſive, placid, calm, reſign'd, 

With ſolid comfort fill'd; 

While vanity's prolific train, 

Of trifling thought, and objects vain; 
My pious thoughts repell'd. 
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© O Emma,” ſays Melinda kind, 


« You muſt confeſs, you ſometimes find 
The preſence of the Lord; 

Some cheering beams of love divine 

Thro' your enlighten'd boſom ſhine, 


And heav'nly joys afford,” 


% Ah!” Emma ſighs, © I fear my joys 
But from inferior objects riſe, 

That earthly ſcenes ſupply ; 
Deluſive thro? the boſom flow, 
And leave the ſpirit far below 

The truth of heav'nly joys, 


Sometimes I've thought my joy was pure, 

And ſomething more than mortal, ſure, 
My gladſome boſom fir'd ; 

But ſoon ſome vanity intrudes, 

And from my breaſt that joy excludes, Wi 
Tho? from the world retir'd | 1 


And dare I to Melinda tell 
What on the other eve befel, 
As o'er the hill I rang'd : | 
I ſeem'd ſecure of heav'nly bliſs, 
J Thought“ was ever joy like this! 


I'm quite from carth eſtrang'd!“ 


L 
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I rov'd not far, when to my ear 

The gently-breathing breeze did bear 
The ſoft melodious ſtrain 

Of ruſtic reed; I gave a glance— 

The ſportive train, and ſprightly dance, 
Appear'd on yonder plain, 


TI ſoon the guilty eye withdrew, 

And t'ward the grove I turn'd my view, 
To calm my flutt'ring breaſt ; 

And there a fond---a faithful dove, 

| Lamenting his long abſent love, 

My eye and car addreſs'd. 


Each incident that intervenes, 
Of nat'ral, or of ſocial ſcenes, 
Can captivate my heart : 
A tranſient glance, a trifling toy, 
Can break my peace, pollute my joy, 
Or cauſe it to depart.“ 


% Emma, thy frankneſs does invite 
Mutual confeſlion, and excite 
My pity and my prayers; 
Tho' my experience dont agree 
Exact with your's, a ſympathy 
Thy dear Melinda bears, 
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And I have greateſt reaſon ſure, 

The awful diff rence to deplore, 
While my ungrateful breaſt 

Alike ſeems hard to love and fear 

Yet fad diſtruſt, and gloomy care, 
My ſullen ſpirits preſt: 


Nor need vain objects to arreſt 


My roving thoughts, my ſadden'd breaſt, 


The ſeat of fin and woe ; 
My heart with every evil fraught 
Ah! Emma, once I little thought 
I ſhould have found it ſo!” 


© But why, Melinda—why fo ſad ? 

Sure thoſe objections thou haſt made, 
Are what thy fears have form'd ; 

If ſuch infenſibility | 

Poſſeſs thy mind, Melinda, why 
Then is thy breaſt alarm'd ? 


And what but love that breaſt inſpir'd 
When firſt thou from the world retir'd, 
And ſought this ſolemn ſhade ; 
In theſe ſequeſter'd ſcenes to find 
Superior joys—with ſoul reſign'd, 
The reſolution made.“ 
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& Emma, indeed, I muſt declare, 

I then did think my mind ſincere; 
I thought that love divine 

My ſoul conftrain'd, when 1 forſook 

The world, and to theſe ſcenes betock, 


To ſhun the ſnares of fin, 


I thought I found a ſolid peace, 

That could admit of no decreaſe, 
Nor knew of earthly care : 

My Father's wiſdom, pow'r, and love, 

An ample ſource of joy did prove, 
And baniſh'd all deſpair, 


But now I ſce, no time nor place 
Supplies the want of ſov'reign grace, 
Tho' God the means may bleſs : 
Nought leſs than His almighty hand 
Can the rebellious heart command 


The pow'r of ſin ſuppreſs, 


Tis not the moſt ſequeſter'd ſcenes, 
The moſt auſtere and rigid means, 


Can baniſh nature thence : 


The cloyſter, and the hermit's cave, 


Too oft contain a ſordid ſlave 


To earth, to fin, and ſenſe! 


Could Emma, with a mind ſedate, 
But think, reflect, and meditate, 
Vile objects would retire, 


And grace and glory would preſent | 
Subjects ſufficient to prevent 14 


A futile vain deſire.“ 


© But I'm ſo light, ſo vain, ſo vile, 

Such deſpicable things beguile— 
My ſteadieſt aims divert, 

Such as Melinda can't admit, 

Within my breaſt ſupremely ſit, 
And rule my heedleſs heart,” 


% Ah! Emma, could we e'er have thought 
Minds ſo congenial could be fraught 
With ſuch variety; 
When every object, end, and aim, 
In both our views appear'd the ſame, 


And yet we difagree,” 


“% No, dear Melinda, ne'er will ſee 


That ſhe and Emma difagree— 

Nor for our failings plead : 

Tho' nature ſtrive, my hope is ſtill, 

That God his promiſe will fulfil, | | | 
With every needful aid,” 1 
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% Ah! how you catch each glimmering ray, 
That but anticipates the day— _ 
Your heart is all on fire; 
While mine, as cold as winter's ſnows, 
No warmth or animation knows, 


Nor one ſublime deſire,” 


&* Ceaſe, dear Melinda, thy complaint, 
This was the lot of every ſaint ; 
They all thro? troubles paſs'd : 
Trials of diff 'rent form and ſize, 
That from quite diff *rent ſources riſe, 
Yet all met ſafe at laſt! 


Howe'er alike we may be try'd, 
Our feelings are diverſify'd, 
And diſt frent natures need 
Diff rent diſplays of ſov'reign grace, 
To aid the combat, and the race, 
With courage, ſtrength, and ſpeed: 


»Tis what the ancient ſaints have felt, 

While in this dreary vale they dwelt, 

With fin and ſorrow preſs'd ; 

Tho? hell, the world, and fleſh oppos'd, 

The ſcene of action glorious clos'd, 
They enter'd into reſt! 
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Yet {till Melinda, {till I fear, 
With oppoſition infincere, 
I take the tempter's part; 
Tho? by retirement I'm debarr'd 
From outward fin, yet oft enſnar'd 
By my deceitful heart, 


When ſelf-examination's try'd, 

And all my heart in pray'r employ'd, 
I think my ſoul ſincere; 

Too ſoon a train of objects riſe, 

And glitt'ring paſs before mine eyes, 
With faireſt charms appear,” 


„% Well, Emma, let us ſtill abide 

In bonds of heav'nly love ally'd, 
Advice and comfort give 

Our exerciſes oft compare, 

With mutual watchfulneſs and pray'r, 


Our languid frames revive. 


Tho? we are changing like the wind, 
Our God is merciful and kind— 
Our Jeſu's pow'rful plea . 
Will ſtill ſucceed on our behalf, 
Until we're both arrived ſafe 
To realms of endleſs day: ! 
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Our God can bleſs this ſol itude, 
And each vain object hence exclude, 
Each trifling thought ſupprels ; 


Then ſhall our Saviour's love ſupply 


Our ſouls with ſcenes of ſolid joy, 
And unmoleſted peace, 


Thus baniſh'd every ſervile fear, 

Our mind ſerene, our conſcience clear, 
No anx1ous cares intrude ; 

Affections rais'd to things above 

Thus, deareſt Emma, ſhall we prove 
The ſweets of ſolitude. 


And ſoon will fin and ſorrow ceaſe, 

And perfect purity and peace, 
Shall compenſate our toil ; 

And ſhew us Jeſus as He is— 

His preſence conſummate our bliſs, 
With one eternal ſmile.“ 
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THE INVITATION, - 
OR 
THE MAY-BLOWN BOWER, 


———— — = 

Oft, when with much lov'd toil oppreſs'd, 
To animate each languid pow'r, 

I from the arduous taſk deſiſt, 
And ſtep within my May-blown bow'r; 


And there, perhaps, with profit ſpend 
The calm, the contemplative hour : 
Sometimes the muſes condeſcend 


To meet me- in my May-blown bow'r, 


I ſometimes too, with haſty ſtep, 
To ſhun the welcome, vernal ſhow'r, 
Stooping, with ſhrinking ſhoulders, ſlip 
Within my thick-wove May-blown bow'r, if 


O how reviving, ſweet and cool 
Freſh fragrance flows from every flow'r; 


I ſmile to ſee the dimpl'd pool 
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So near my fav'rite May- blown bow'r. 
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But when on Cancer's fervid throne 


Sol reigns, with unrelenting pow'r ; 
The ſmall ſupply may be withdrawn, 
That's now ſo near my May-blown bow'r, 


Tho! that, like Cherith's brook, may dry, 
And heav'n withhold the wiſh'd-for ſhow'r, 
Kind Providence will {till ſupply, 
Tho? not ſo near my May-blown bow'r. 


We ſce the Prophet muſt he fed, 
Nor W dare his food devour; 

They ſafely bring him fleſh and bread, 
While penſive ſet beneath his bow'r. 


Nor dare I to deſpair of food, 
Nor doubt my Father's love or pow'r; 
He'll give. me every needful good, 
Perhaps too with my May-blown bow'r, 


But ſhould this ſhade from me be torn, 
And Proyidences ſeem to low'r, 

I ſhall not then be left forlorn, 
Tho? abſent from my May-blown bow'r. 


Would thoſe kind friends, whoſe lovely ſeat 
Sees Thames's cryſtal waters pour, 

Accept a calm, a cool retreat, 
Within my fragrant May-blown bow'r, 


We 


' Whence R——'s lofty piles appear, © © 
With many a ſumpt'ous ſeat and tow'r, 

May find a pleaſing contraſt here, 
Within a raral May-blown bow'r, 


And where the ruin's* fragments ſpread, 
Confeſs old Time's corroding pow”r ; 

Where oft I've rang'd with ſolemn tread, 
Beneath the antique ivy bow'r. 


The dreadful rage of civil war, 
And bigotry's revengeful pow'r, 
No conſecrated walls could ſpare— 
No hallow'd fane, or ſacred bow'r, 


But ſhould you ſay—*® Your ſcanty ſhade 
Has but one little ſeat :”—1I've more 
Accommodations ſhall be made 


The beſt I can, within my bow'r, 


The 1ying of an ancient monaſtery. 
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Silvia, blooming, young, and fair, 


A ſtranger to the ſubtle will 
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You hence may judge what twill admit 
To ſeek the ſhade, or ſhun the ſhow'r; 
My wife and I ſo ſnug can fit 
Within my fragrant May-blown bow'r, 


SILVIA, 
| AND HER 
ROBBIN RED-BREAST, 


With comely port and pleaſing air, 
The ſweets of rural life did ſhare— 
A humble, happy ſtation ; 


Of artifice, deceit, and guile; 
Each village youth enjoys her ſmile 
Of friendly approbation, 


With ſenſibility endu'd, 
Thoughtful, the ſcenes of life ſhe view'd ; 
No ſhy recluſe, or ſqueamiſh prude, 


Free, affable, and courteous 
Tho' large affluence was deny'd, 
A competency was enjoy'd ; 
Nor wifh'd ſhe to be unimploy'd 
In ſomething truly virtuous, 
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Her ſituation far remote 
From pomp, parade, and noiſy route, | 

And in her father's lowly cot, 
While lofty elms o'erſpread it, 

(With aſpe& awful, grave, and bold) 

And their hoary arms enfold, 

Defend it from the winter's cold, 
And in the ſummer fhade it, 


With breaſt collected, calm, ſerene, 
Silvia enjoys the rural ſcene ; 
The tuneful grove, the ſportful green, 
Nor leſs domeſtic pleaſure, 
She with oeconomy enjoy'd; 
Her prudent, active hands employ'd, . | 
With induſtry that never cloy'd— 
Improv'd her little treaſure. 


Civility ſhe underſtood, 

Was kind to all the neighbourhood 1 

Yet never lov'd to gad abroad, | 4 
But frugal, watchful, wary : 


To Providence ſhe could reſign, 

Nor at misfortunes dar'd repine— 

Attended well her pigs and kine, 
Her poultry and her dairy, 
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Sometimes ſhe would her mind unbend 

From arduous thought, and oft attend 

To what ſome learned ſage had penn'd 
Of uſeful-literature ; 

Nor thought that did her moments waſte, 

Or in the leaſt, her pow'rs debas'd—' 

With ſomewhat of poetic taſte, 


She'd trace the works of nature, 


Hay-time and harveſt ſhe enjoy'd, 
Nor did ſhe ſcorn to be employ'd, 
If wanted by her father's fide, 


A reaper, or a raker ; 


_ And when the barn contain'd their worth, 


The rich productions of the earth, 
She of their grateful, modeſt mirth, 
Became a kind partaker, 


When winter came, then Silvia fed 
Her fowls beneath th' impending ſhed ; 
Thither a red-breaſt often fled, 

And found himſelf befriended ; 


For when the table-cloth was ſhook, 


Not much regarding Silvia's look, 
He freely of the crumbs partook, 
Nor Puſs nor Pompey minded, 


Tho! hatch'd but late in the laſt ſpring, 

He perfettly could uſe his wing, 

And in his way, had learn'd to ſing— 
The gift of frugal nature ; 

He now became a conſtant gueſt, 

Pecked his plumes, and ſhew'd his breaft ; 

Silvia at length the bird addreſs'd 


„Bob, you're a pretty creature.“ 


Now when he ſees the open door, 

He ventures in upon the floor, 

Then Silvia crys, * why Bob, I'm ſure 
You pet a vaſt deal bolder.” 

But Bob, (of independence fond) 

When taſſels grac'd the hazle wand, 

He then reſolved to abſcond, 


So fled, and never told her, 


When Silvia ſaw he did'nt preſume 
Beneath the ſhed, or in the room, 
She ſighing ſaid, what is become 
Of Bobby ? pretty creature!” 
She little thought he could have fled, 
But ſoon concluded he was dead— 
The cat has kill'd him ſure,” ſhe ſaid, 
Indeed I almoſt hate her.“ 
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Bemoaning her departed gueſt, 
Her ſorrow Silvia thus expreſs'd : 
© Ah! what a pretty ruddy breaſt, 
His ways were ſo delightful ; 
He'd chirp and hop, and flirt about, 
If Puſs came in, he'd ſcarce go out.” 
Puſs comes--»ſays Silvia, with a flout, 
& Begone !---you make me ſpiteful !'? 


The ſummer paſt---the winter came 
However Bob might be to blame, 
He did not think it any ſhame, 
To come again as uſual ; 
But at the firſt was ſomething ſhy, 
Nor dar'd to venture quite ſo nigh ; 
But when he caught his Silvia's eye, 
She gave him no. refuſal, , 


She call'd him Bob; he own'd his name 
Says ſhe, ** indeed it is the ſane ; 
© You're neither dead, nor blind, nor lame 


How glad I am to ſee you: 


Come in, you pretty creature, come, 


Your former liberties reſume ; 
And tho? you've been ſo long from home, 


I can't be angry with you.“ 
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While Bobby took his ſummer's route, 
(Tho' 'twas not then much talk'd about) 
Young Colin preſs'd his ardent ſuit 

For Silvia's ſoft affection: 
Tho? ſhe could not diſlike the ſwain, 
She wiſh'd her ſtation to retain : 
While in ſuſpenſe he did remain, 


It caus'd him ſome dejection. 


The day that Bob admiſſion got, 
Young Colin came to Silvia's cot; 
He heard what paſs'd—you'll wonder not 
It ſet his heart a throbbing ; e 
But ſoon he found 'twas to che bird: 
Silvia the {wain nor ſaw, nor heard, 
Until he ſoftly ſaid this word— 
& I wiſh I was that robbin !” 
* 
Says Silvia, © Colin, are you there? 
I did not ſee you, I deglere:“ 
© Ah!” Colin ſigh'd, + could I but ſhare 
So much of Silvia's tavor 
As this poor enviable bud, 
Who to this liberty's reſtor'd, 
And when the ſummer months afford 
Him food, he then will leave her! 
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But would my deareſt Silvia prove 

Her Colin's conſtancy and love, | 

She'd find that he could ne'er remove 
No—Colin ne'er could leave her : 

Was Colin's firm attachment try'd, 

Silvia with ſafety might confide, 

He ne'er would wander from her ide, 


Nor would he e'cr deceive her.“ 


Colin was honeſt, artleſs, firm, 
And as he meant, he thought no harm ; 
Affections pure his boſom warm, 

Silvia he lov'd ſincerely : | 
Oft, while his ardent ſuit he preſs'd, 
The guileleſs fervors of his breaſt, 
Silvia her robbin thus addreſs'd, 

+ Sweet Bob, I love you dearly!“ 

3 

Says Colin, © ſure you do expreſls 
Extravagance of tenderneſs, 
| You ſtrain your feelings to exceſs, 

To this poor futile creature; 
And while your fondnels you diſcloſe, 
No adequate return he knows— 
No rational reflection glows 

In his contracted nature: 
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But could you love young Colin, ſure 

You'd find his love as warm, as pure, 

So permanent, it would endure 
*Till death ſhould overtake us: 

Open and gen'rous, firm and free, 

Poſſeſs'd of rationality, 

In ſickneſs, or in poverty, 

It would not then forſake us.” 


While Colin us'd this tender ſtrain, 
Fair Silvia liſten'd to the ſwain— 
Say ſhe, © you ſurely do retain 

My friendly eſtimation ; 
And ſhould you, on ſome other day, 
By chance be coming near this way, 
Call, as another neighbour may, 


For ſocial converſation,” 


The humble, honeſt, conſtant ſwain, 


Thus woo'd, but ſeem'd to woo in' vain, 


Silvia's full conſent to gain, 
To crown his ardent wiſhes : 
Such prudent, cautious cares impreſs'd, 
Tho? love pervades her gen'rons breaſt, 
And hard ſhe finds it to reſiſt 
His faithful, fond addreſſes, 
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Now Silvia's robbin bolder grew; 

One day he on tne table flew— 

„ Fie! Bob,” ſays ſhe, ** this ne'er will do, 
You make more free than uſual! 

But ſurely I am molt to blame, 

I fo careſs'd you when you came; 

And Colin too is juſt the ſame! 
For he'll take no refuſal,” 


(Now ſome would ſay, that Colin's ſtars 
Propitious, brought him unawares ; 
Tho? undeſign'd, he overhears 
What Silvia was expreſſing) 
c Ah! Bob,” ſays ſhe, © I muſt declare 
His abſence long I cannot bear :” 
& Well,” Colin crys, © thy ſwain is here 
He's come to claim the bleſſing !”? 


& Fie! Colin, fie! what have you heard 

What I've been prating to my bird? 

You muſt not mind each filly word 
That one may ſpeak in jeſting:“ 

Says Colin, “ what you have expreſs'd 

I hope you did not ſpeak in jeſt ; 

Can Silvia Colin's love reſiſt ? 


Is now eth' important queſtion ! 
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Can you his humble ſuit withſtand ? 
His heart and all's at your command ; 
Ah! crown his bliſs with 9 
Attend nis laſt petition.“ 
She now conſents, and Hymen's ties 
Unite, complete, confirm their joys, 
And Bobby ſtill, they highly prize 
For his interpoſition. 


THE ANTICIPATION, 


On ſending a Bundle of Manuſeriþts to the Editor of a periodical 
Work,* out of which ſome Extrafs had been already publiſhed, 


—ͤ — > cw ß—— 


Dear Sir, you are welcome to try if you can 
Bolt any more flour from this heap of bran; 
But me thinks you will ſay, “ we ſhall not get a duſt, 
For indeed there was nothing but bran at the firſt,” 


* This was before the author had come to a reſolution of publiſhing 
this work. 


ON CLAPHAM COMMON. 


Humbly addreſſed 
TO AN AMIABLE YOUNG LADY, 
PDA DDD 

When over Clapham's verdant lawns I ſtray'd, 
The fair, the ſoft, the ſumptuous ſcenes ſurvey'd, 
My heart beat high with joy and gratitude, 
Some ſweet ſenſations thro' my boſom flow'd, 

With flriking contraſt theſe fair ſcenes diſpenſe 
A rural calm, and rich magnificence : 
Not half theſe beauties can my muſe recount, 
The deep-ſunk pool, the high aſcending mount; 
Cluſters of wide- extended, lofty trees 
Admit the ſoftly murmuring, balmy breeze, 
Or viſtas form; while thro' each op'ning glade 
The grand-conſtrutted villas are ſurvey'd ; 
Nor theſe alone, Auguſta's turrets riſe, 
And Paul's majeſtic dome ſalutes the ſkics, 
The ruſſet heath contributes to enhance x 
The beauties of ſurrounding elegance; 
While hills encircling terminate the ſcene, 


With fields and groves, and villages between, 
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But what do moſt my grateful boſom warm, 
Gild every object, heighten every charm, 
Are found beneath your hoſpitable roof, 
(Of condeſcenſion ſuch an ample proof) 
Sincereſt friendſhip, true benevolence, 
So liberal, ſo profuſe their gifts diſpenſe 2 
Nor your domeſtic ſcenes I leave unſung— 
They claim the tribute of my grateful tongue 
Each uſeful and each ornamental part 
Diſplay the efforts of conſummate art, 
But dare the muſe indulge a ſprightly ſtrain 
While Zion mourns the loſs her ſons ſuſtain ; 
ROMAINE's* no more !---he's number'd with the dead, 
And Clapham ſaw the ſad proceſſion led: 
The ſable train, as o'er thy lawns it mov'd, 
Show'd both how much they loſt !---how much they lov'd! 
May his experience, and reward belong 
To her, whoſe virtues prompt my humble ſong ; 
May all her kind connections too poſſeſs 


Much more than my frail numbers can expreſs, 


* Wrote a little after the Rev. Mr. Romaine's death; who died nor 
Clapham, 
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AN ELEGY 


On the happy DEATH of ANN BRODBELT, late Wife of 
the Rev. George Campbell Brodbelt, Rector of Aſton-Sanford, 


and perpetual Curate of Loudwater, Bucks, 
Inſerted by his Permiſſion 
— — — — 


Bleſt are the dead,* that in the Lord 
Reſign their lateſt breath ; 
4 Who, living, firmly truſt His word, 
| And graſp it faft in death, 


| lj Thrice welcome is the ſweet relcaſe 
_'_- Thice happy 1s the hour, 
I When wafted to the realms of reſt, 


Their labour's known no more, 


Their pain and anguiſh all forgot, 
Grief and vexation ceaſe ; | 
SB And fin (each Chriſtian's grievous lot) 
i No more diſturbs their peace, 


lf 
0 | * Alluding to the funeral text, Rev. xiv. 1g. 
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No fragrant balm the body needs— 
That's but a poor reward ; 

But each kind act, each pious deed's 
Remember'd by their Lord, 


Thus dies the ſaint, thus our dear friend 
Gladly reſigns her breath; 

Angelic bands with joys attend, 
To ſooth the vale of death, 


Nor quit their charge, 'till ſafe convey'd 
On the celeſtial plains ; 

Whence every pain and ſorrow's fled 
And peace eternal reigns, 
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TO A PIOUS LADY, 
On her providential Preſervation in a violent Fall, 
————— — —— 
ow 15 ts my life preſerv'd ? . you ſay 
2 
A moſt important queſtion this: 
Why kept from ſcenes of brighter day, 


From {ſcenes of far ſuperior bliis ? 


A moment might have introduc'd 
A change immortal—all divine: 
Joys purer might have been diffus'd 


Thro' each enraptur'd pow'r of thine. 


But ſov'reign wiſdom, pow'r and grace 
Adopt a wiſer, kinder plan: 

Farther extend thy uſeful days, 
And longer lengthen out thy ſpan. 


But here a field immenſely wide, 


Expands before my wond'ring ſight ; 


Celeſtial pow'rs deſcend and guide 
My muſe's moſt advent'rous flight! 


This was one of the firſt reſlections the perſon made on being capable 


of thinking, after the fall; which was exceedingly violent, and attended 
with peculiar circumſtances of danges. 


But O!] a weak, a feeble ſtrain, 


A muſe inadequate as mine, 
How inſufficient to explain 
The vaſt, the infinite deſign ! 


Nor will it e'er be fully ſhown 
Till we celeſtial heights aſcend; 

Till we“ ſhall know, as we are known,” 
All Providence did here intend : 


But yet ſome reaſons may be giv'n, 
At leaſt ſome reaſons may be guels'd, 
Why earth is yet preferr'd to heav'n— 
Why yet thou'rt not ſupremely bleſt. 


Say, art thou not preſerv'd to tell 
To others the ſuperior joys 

That in the peaceful boſom dwell, 
Where ſov'reign grace has ſix'd it's choice ? 


While thou for heav'n doſt earth deſpiſe, 
How calm thy well-ſpent moments move ! 
Others are preſs'd to ſhare the joys, 
And taſte the ſweets of heav'nly love. 
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And when ſome fellow pilgrims dear, 

With languid ſtep, beſide thee pals, 
Thou wilt their drooping ſpirits cheer, 

And point them to redeeming grace ! 


Thou'lt tell them how the Lord ſuſtains 
The fraileſt, fecbleſt of His ſaints ; 
Their ſorrows ſooths—relieves their pains 


Abundantly ſupplies their wants, 


Perhaps thro? ſcenes of deep diſtreſs, 

And dire affliftion thou mult paſs; 4 
While faith and patience there confeſs 
The pow'r of all-ſufficient grace !* 


While reſignation calms thy brow, 
(How ſuch examples captivate!) 

Others to Jeſu's ſceptre bow— 
For Jeſu's preſence humbly wait, 


But here the feeling muſe recoils, 
And hopes 'twill no prediction prove; 
Tho! trials are but ſeeming ills— 


Sure tokens of paternal love, 


Since remarkably fulfilled. 
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Not joyous to the ſenſe—no—grief 
Full oft attends the painful ſtroke ; 
But ſympathy gives ſome relief, 
While love and friendſhip ſhare the yoke, 


And dares a feeble fellow-worm 
Say what his ſmall experience taught: 
What wonders can the croſs perform, 
What bleſſings thro' that channel brought! 


But Lord! how vile my paſſions {till ! 
Awful inſenſibility ! 
A ſtupid mind---a ſtubborn wall, 


I feel, confels, and mourn to Thee, 


Sure Providence divinely good, 
Obſerv'd thy wiſe oeconomy; 

And thus deliv'ring mercy, ſhow'd, 
To lengthen it's utility, 


T hy dear connections need thy cares, 
Kind offices, and ſwect regard; 


Thy tender offspring's dang'rous ſnares 


Muſt thy ſuperior wiſdom ward : 
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And henee their heedleſs feet inclin'd 
To paths of wiſdom, truth, and peace; 

While rich inſtruction ſtores the mind 
To guide and guard their future days. 


Nor to domeſtic ſcenes confin'd, 
But thy extenſive uſefulneſs, 


By wiſe exertions, firm and kind, 


Shall many a diſtant object bleſs : 


And here I intereſted feel ! 
Here feel my grateful boſom warm, 

To God who ſcreens thy life from ill; 
Who guards thee with his potent arm. 


The deareſt partner of thy joys 
And ſorrows, I congratulate; 
He can with louder, ſweeter voice, 


Deliv'ring mercy celebrate: 


While he in nobler notes can ſing 


Far more intenſe his glowing lay; 


I feebly ſtretch my placid wing, 
My mite of gratitude to pay, 
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RESIGNATION. 
—— ͤ s 
Lord grant me grace to give Thee all 
That Thou haſt giv'n to me! 


Thy favours, tho' not few, nor ſmall, 
I would rchgn to Thee, 


Nor lame, nor blind, wilt thou approve 
Thy lacrifice to be: 
'The deareſt object of my love 


Is not too dear for Thee! 


Bound to my breaſt, I yet would bear 
That gift to Jeſu's feet, 
And cheerfully repole it there 


Whenc'er He lecs it meet, 


Tho' num'rous comforts daily riſe 
Stil! more in my eſteem; 
However great their ſacrifice, 


Tis not too great for Him, 
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Lord! grant I never may repine, 
Nor graſp with eager hand 
What Thou command'ſt me to reſign. 

But bleſs that juſt command. 


Gladly would I Thy will obey, 
Andr in my deſtin'd road; 
Submiſſion ſweet ſhall ſmooth the way 

That leads me to my God: 


Nor ſuffer diſcontent to find 
A harbour in my breaſt ; 
For when my all on earth's reſign'd, 
A heay'n ſhall make me bleſt ! 


